One More Time by Gusty the Half-a-Cat 


Background 


| started writing this in about February with the idea of putting it out as 

a spoof "Salmon of Doubt" but soon got bored with the idea. A *friend* who 
was using my PC decide to post it without me knowing and some of you may 
have seen an early draft of the first ten chapters. 

I've sort of pottered away at it occasionally and have got to the point now 
where there is a beginning, a middle and an end (although they weren't done 
in that order). 

| won't pretend its finished - I'll probably tinker away with it ad 

infinitum but it at least has the full storyline. 

It, obviously, borrows characters and ideas from the HHG books and, in some 
places, entire chunks of text, some of it very obscure (I'll be interested 

to see if any of you know where the Eslovian entry comes from!). 


Prologue 


There is a theory which states that if ever anyone discovers exactly what 
the Universe is for and why it is here, it will instantly disappear and be 
replaced by something even more bizarre and inexplicable. 


There is another theory which states that this has already happened. 


There is a third theory that both the first two theories were concocted by a 
wily editor of the Hitch-Hikers Guide to the Galaxy in order to increase the 
level of universal uncertainty and paranoia and so boost sales of the guide. 


This last theory is, of course, the most convincing, because the 
Hitch-Hikers Guide to the Galaxy is the only book in the whole of the known 
universe to have the words "Don't Panic" inscribed in large, friendly 

letters on the cover. 


There is, however, another theory that says that if ever the answer is found 
the Universe will suddenly become a good and happy place and all the 
psychiatrists will be suddenly out of a job. This theory, too, has a great 
deal to commend it. 


Chapter 1 


An Old Man sat idly toying with the puzzle in front of him, with which he 
was having a problem. 


To understand his problem it is necessary to understand something of the 
nature of the puzzle and, perhaps, something of the nature of the Man. 


The puzzle was not one that an earth person would recognise but, in very 
simplistic two-dimensional terms, it could be said to be analogous to an 
earth jigsaw puzzle. The problem would be that some of the pieces are just 
ever so slightly too big or that the keys on one piece did not quite line up 
with the next piece. No matter which way the pieces are turned there are 
always one or two that fail to join the way they should. The size of the 
pieces would also seem to vary as they were moved. 


Taking this concept up to three dimensions, it could be like a globe sliced 
in various directions with bulges and recesses in any or all of the slices, 
which would fit together with other slices in any number of planes. 


But the Old Man's puzzle was not in two or three dimensions. Or even four, 
or five. In fact he had six dimensions in which to reconcile the various 
shapes. 

So, it can be seen to be a truly mind-taxing problem. 

What of the Man, then? 

He was not one that an Earth person would recognise either although his 
physical manifestation in his world is similar to Earth people in ours. He 
was possessed of a very special mind quite unlike any mind that of an earth 
person and which was particularly suitable for this type of puzzle. He also 
had a very, very long time in which to complete the puzzle. 


The Old Man's wife came into the room. 


"Won't you come outside and watch the game?" she said, "it's your favourite 


team." 


"In a moment, dear" he replied, "I just want to have another go at sorting 
this out, | think someone has been messing with the slices again" 


He lowered his head and began to skilfully manoeuvre the pieces. 


Chapter 2 


A girl sat idly toying with the plastic cup of warm drink in front of her, 
with which she was having a problem. 


It wasn't just that it was unpleasant, which it was, or that it was totally 

synthetic, which it was, and, indeed, if it had been sold on Earth, which it 
wasn't, the list of E-numbers on the packaging would probably take longer to 
read than the myriad of supplements that come with Sunday newspapers these 
days, it was the feeling she had that nothing she could eat or drink could 

fill the void space she felt in her stomach and that anything that tried 

might just rattle around inside making her feel even worse. 


She hadn't had anything to eat or drink since the accident. The terrible 
event that had separated her from Arthur and left her alone in a strange, 
new world. 


One minute he had been sitting there next to him in the SlumpJet; the next 
minute the ship had done a perfectly normal hyperspace hop and when she had 
next looked he was not there. The seat wasn't even warm. His name wasn't 
even on the passenger list. 


The strange person from the space line had been less than sympathetic. She 
had thrust the flight ticket in her face and pointed out the clause that 

read, "Entities whose life spans originate in any of the Plural zones are 
advised not to travel in hyperspace and do so at their own risk". 


Fenchurch had never even read the ticket. She had only just begun to 
understand the odd collection of scratchings that most life forms in this 
sector of the galaxy used. Even though it called itself "Easi-Read", it 
still looked to her rather like a cat had walked across the paper or those 
strange hieroglyphics that are found in Egyptian tombs on Earth. 


Although Arthur and she had travelled in space for several months before the 
accident, she had relied on Arthur to do everything. Every ship they hitched 
on, every planet they visited had been down to him. Well, him and that 
electronic book, the Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy. 


Fenchurch had left the space line office and wandered out into the 
spaceport. She had never felt so totally alone. Even when she was back on 
what she now knew to be a substitute earth. She had felt isolated when she 
was back on what she now knew to be a substitute earth but not to this 
extent. 


If only they had stayed on that Earth. If only she hadn't followed her 
longing to find the answer to the message she had lost. If only. 


A voice interrupted her lonely reminiscence. 
"You seem to be beset by the Gods of the Low Places?" it said. 


She turned around and was surprised to find a small, pale-green-skinned old 
man beside her. 


"Pardon?" she replied, confused as much by his quiet, wraith-like voice as 
his manner of speech. She poked at the Babel fish in her ear to check it was 
still there. 


“I'm sorry, | sometimes forget | have left the monastery and that those in 
the world outside have difficulty with our rather flowery use of language". 
His voice was now firmer but still kindly. "You seem to have something 
troubling you?" 


Fenchurch had a sudden feeling of deja-vu. In her mind she went back to a 

time when, while she was waiting at Heathrow Terminal One baggage retrieval, 
she had been cornered by one of those strange shaven-headed people who want 
to try to change your life when, in fact, all you want is for your suitcase 

to appear rather than be on it's way to Bangkok. 


Come to think of it, the entire surroundings of the spaceport bore a 
startling resemblance to many airports she had been to. 


The same inexplicable layouts, the same stark exposed beams, the same signs 
hanging from above. The same pale, stunned faces with their eyes boggling at 


the signs trying to determine which to follow. The only major differences 

were that many of the faces were pale blue, green or purple and that the 
boggling eyes ranged in number from one to a dozen and some weren't even on 
the faces. 


She was about to ask the man to leave her alone when she felt a wave of 
calm, which seemed to be emanating from him. She looked at him more closely 
and his old face seemed to resemble her father, or rather her grandfather, 

or was it her old music teacher. 


In fact, despite the green skin, it seemed he looked like all the people she 
had ever met who she felt she could trust. There was even a hint of Arthur. 


She invited him to sit down and he began to talk. 


He explained that he was an ex-Pralite Monk, one of many who devote their 
lives to helping the needy in spaceports and other similar areas rather than 
spend their lives shut in a small metal box, which is the only option if 

they stay to complete their training. 


The techniques in which Pralite Monks are trained in make them particularly 
good at this sort work as they develop a method of mind control that allows 
them to re-assure and pacify the most stressed traveller. 

Morthern, for this was his name, explained this to Fenchurch. She felt a 

little uneasy, now aware that she had been made to do something against her 


own better instincts. 


"Do not be concerned," he said, "the same great powers that allow us to do 
this also give us great pain if we try to abuse it." 


Fenchurch relaxed, a little. 
"Would you like another drink?" the old man said, pointing to her cup. 


Fenchurch was surprised to notice she had consumed all of the strange liquid 
in the plastic cup while they had been talking. She was also surprised to be 


feeling no ill effects. 
"Yes, please" she said. 


They walked across to a vending machine and Morthern put some coins in a 
slot. He pressed a button. 


Some small antennae popped out of the machine and started to circle his 
face, scanning it with lights as they did. 


When they had finished, a small hatch opened and a steaming cup of 
yellow-green liquid appeared. 


A squeaky, synthesised voice chimed out "Share and Enjoy." 
"Your turn", said Morthern, passing her some coins. 


Fenchurch had remembered Arthur talking about Nutrimatic machines and had 
earlier identified this as something similar. It called itself a 
NutriVendamatic. 


She had found, as he had said, that it had gone through its elaborate little 
process and, despite having introduced some interesting tastes to her during 
its analysis, produced a cup of something that tasted almost, but not 
entirely, unlike tea. 


She repeated the same exercise now and got an identical cup of liquid. 


They returned to their seats. "Have some of this", said Morthern, passing a 
lump of hard, grey, biscuit-like material. 


Fenchurch tasted it cautiously. She was very surprised to find it was 
delicious. 


"Good, isn't it?" Morthern smiled, "The elders of the Pralite monasteries 
like to tell people we live on water and dried biscuit but it is actually 
made from some very exotic but wholesome foods." 


"Now", his face adopted a serious look, "tell me what is disturbing you." 


Fenchurch thought for a moment, still unsure of this odd old man. She bit 
her lip and tipped her head forward so her hair partially covered her face. 
Soon she found she could no longer hold back the tears and then it came, at 
first hesitantly, then all gushing out in a torrent. 


She told him of the incident in the Café in Rickmansworth, the months in and 
out of psychiatric hospitals, the feeling of not belonging on the Earth. 


She recounted the first meeting with Arthur when she was hitching to Taunton 
then the despair when he didn't phone. The elation when he did appear, the 
wild freedom of flying around London (she left out some of the more intimate 
stuff!), the meeting with Wonko the Sane and the realisation that the Earth 
had been swapped for a new one. 


Then the journey to the stars to find God's Final Message and, finally, the 
inexplicable loss of Arthur during the hyperspace jump. 


Morthern just sat and listened, nodding quietly and only spoke to say, "Don' 
t tell me the Message" at the appropriate time, "| have promised myself | 
will see it before | die." 


When she had finished, he sat quietly for a while. 


"| think" he said eventually, "You have had what the experts call a parallel 
universe shift sensation". 


"A what?" replied Fenchurch, thinking he had started speaking in tongues 
again. 


"A PUSS is where a body travelling along quite happily in one life suddenly 
jumps to a different, parallel one. | think you have had one or, it is 
equally possible, your Arthur has had one. Or both." 


"The problem with parallel universes is that they are not, strictly 


speaking, parallel and, in truth, weave in and out of each other like 
threads in the weave of a cloth. Or, rather, a badly woven cloth as there is 
no real pattern to the weave. 


"The plural zones, where your planet Earth is, exist at a point in the weave 
where threads are more twisted than most. 


"Other beings generally only change threads when they make a decision in 
their lives and, once changed to a new thread, cannot go back. Beings from 

the plural zones, however, can often switch threads without even realising 

it. It can be caused by a major event such as an explosion or something as 
simple as sneezing or turning your head a minute amount. There are those who 
think it to be much more likely to occur when travelling at very high speeds 
through space, time or, | am told, probability". 


"So how can | get back to my own thread?" Fenchurch was now looking very 
confused. 


"| don't know that you can", replied Morthern but seeing her face drop even 
further, added, "I have heard some people attempt to do it by travelling a 
lot in hyperspace, snorting pepper or constantly ticking their heads from 
side to side! Mind you, the last is much more likely to get you locked up in 
the Sirian State Mental Hospital." 


Fenchurch's face lifted in a light smile. "That sounds crazy enough that it 
might work!" 


"Seriously, though," continued the monk, "There are rumours of people who 
have done just that, deliberately induced a shift by constant travelling. 


"Not sure about the pepper, though." 


"It seems the only hope I've got," said Fenchurch, a sudden determination 
taking hold of her, "I've got to try." 


"But," she added, suddenly getting a tiny inkling of what an insane idea it 
was, "how will | know when it is the right thread?" 


"| don't know how," replied Morthern, "but | have a feeling you will." 


"You know, | think you're right," She didn't know if it was Morthern's 
influence or just that incredible uplift that a moment of insanity sometimes 
gives but she now felt very positive. 


"In that case, | think we'd better get you a few essentials to help you on 
your way". Morthern picked up his belongings. 


"What have you got in there?" he indicated the backpack Fenchurch had lying 
on the floor beside her. 


Fenchurch was rather taken aback, thinking that, on Earth, men never asked 
what a lady kept in her bag. Then she remembered they weren't on Earth and 
she had a whole new set of rules and protocol to learn for every planet she 
visited. She shrugged and replied "Some clothes, a few personal bits, a book 
or two. Oh, and a towel." 


"Excellent, that's a good start. Any money or anything we can trade with?" 


"A few Altarian dollars and these cufflinks" She showed him the pair she'd 
bought for Russell. 


"Excellent, these are good quality, should keep Sorga interested." He winked 
and in his old face there now seemed more of the look of a mischievous elf 


than the serious cleric he had been before. 


He turned and started walking, beckoning her to follow. 


Chapter 3 


An old man sat idly toying with the meal in front of him. 
He was having a problem. 
The problem was not with the meal. 


It was delicious dish of fish cooked in a fine Aldevaran wine sauce and 
served with succulent vegetables from the Poltutious zones. His best robot 
chef, Aldo, had prepared it for him a few minutes earlier. 


Aldo was a MasterDroid Chef Deluxe of the type made by MasterDroid Inc 
before they were taken over by the Sirius Cybernetics Corporation. Now, 
despite their advertising campaigns to the contrary, their robots took twice 
as long and produce only a standard range of drab, tasteless meals. 


No, there wasn't a problem with the food. None whatsoever. 


The problem was this that he was worried he had seemed to have taken the 
wrong course in his life. 


It was a doubt that had started as a tiny prick at his conscience and begun 
to grow. 


He had, more or less, given up his work for the Campaign for Real Time when 
he had started to become somewhat disillusioned by it all. 


Events had led him to believe that it really didn't matter if people tried 

to change things in the past, or the future. He became more and more 
convinced by the theory that everything had already happened and that trying 
to change it only changed how it fitted together. It didn't fundamentally 

make a jot of difference to the final outcome. 


Then had come the request from those dolphins. The elders of the planet 
Magarathea had called him back from retirement to perform one last project. 


He was to finish construction of the Earth MK 2, which had originally been 


started for the mice but cancelled when they found that two humans from the 
Earth had survived. 


It was not to be, as he had intended, as an improved version, but a replica 
of the original exactly as it was the day the Vogons destroyed it. It did 
mean that he had to dismantle his glaciers in Africa and relocate them to 
Norway but, still, it had been a very satisfying task. 


He had then managed to locate the Earthman Arthur Dent, for whom he always 
had a great liking, and had skilfully engineered his return to this new copy 

of his home planet once it had been spun back in time to take the place of 

the one that had been destroyed. 


These were fairly major pieces of time and space engineering and, in his 
early days with CamTim, he would have been horrified at the suggestion of 
this sort of meddling with the universe. But now he thought "What the hell, 
it makes people happy and I've always said I'd rather be happy than right." 


Following this, Slartibartfast had parked his spaceship in a quiet side 
street in the town of Aislix on the planet Calladines. He had intended to 
give himself a little time to rest before deciding what to do with the rest 
of his declining years. He ended up staying for a lot longer than he had 
anticipated. 


Aislix, and indeed all of the towns in the planet, are renowned for their 
curious architecture. 


Many years ago, the local council passed stringent planning laws to forbid 
the demolition of any of the planet's fine old buildings, which were built 

in a time of immense prosperity and are unbelievably elaborate. 
Unfortunately it forgot about banning additions to those same buildings. 


It is now not uncommon for a beautiful old castle to have gained jutting 
steel spires or a tiny quaint cottage to have strange coloured glass sports 


domes. 


His own craft, looking only partly like a spaceship and more like a small, 


up-ended bistro, blended in perfectly. He hadn't even had to turn on the 
Somebody Else's Problem field. 


It looked so much in keeping with the rest of the street that, on the third 
day after his arrival, a local couple had knocked on the door and asked to 
book a table for a meal that evening. 


His first thought was to chase them away but, on reflection, he decided it 
would be rather amusing to have some company for a change. 


He spent the rest of the day directing the robots to transform the craft 
into the charming little bistro it had always resembled and, much to his 
surprise had a very successful opening night. 


So the computational area of the Starship Bistromath was now used for 
exactly what it had always looked like it should be used for: - The eating 
of the finest foods the galaxy had to offer. 


The reputation of the "Bistro Slartifartbast" spread throughout the land, 

the planet and the galaxy. He had now run it for several years, recruiting 
new robot staff to do the cooking and cleaning while he searched around for 
new and exciting tastes with the assistance of the wide range of contacts he 
had acquired during his time with CamTim. The extraordinary power of the 
spacecraft meant he could take journeys across space and the residents of 
the street would never even notice it had moved. 


He'd even had a visit from that Ford Prefect fellow, who he hadn't seen 
since they parted near Krikkit. He arrived one afternoon saying he'd come to 
write a review of the bistro for the Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy. 


Slartibartfast was secretly of the opinion he was just after a free lunch, 
which was probably true, but he had enjoyed seeing him again, reminiscing 
about old times and catching up on what he had been doing. 


He left the following day with a local girl who sometimes helped 
Slartibartfast with his accounts. He hadn't seen either of them again and 
had heard that the girl was now working in a Wild Club out in the Plutonium 


Zones. 


This was all very nice and comfortable but recently he had begun to hear 
some odd things. Messages would come in from his contacts on other worlds, 
along with the fresh supplies of Santangen Merfish and Algolian lizard 

wings. 


At first he just dismissed them as coincidences but when he started to look 
more closely the doubt began to grow. A pattern started to emerge. He 
recognised clearly the bulges in the fabric of the universe, the eddies in 
the space-time continuum. 


On the planet Brontitall, for example, the inhabitants worshiped a 
fifteen-mile high statue called "Arthur Dent throwing the Nutrimatic Cup". 


It turned out that the people of this land had, like so many others, been 
blighted by a plague of Robots. 


This is a bizarre phenomenon where domestic robots gradually take over the 
planet. The way this is done is done is so insidious that the people do not 
realise it is happening. 


The robots do more and more of the tasks that people would normally do for 
themselves, they tell the people they like them and want to help them. The 
people, being fundamentally lazy, are only too happy to let them. 


By the time the people realise what is happening they are already unable to 
do anything for themselves and are totally at the mercy of the robots. 


There are those that would say that the "Blight of the Robots" syndrome is a 
cunning conspiracy engineered by the Marketing Division of the Sirius 


Cybernetics Corporation. 


Others say that the Marketing Division of the Sirius Cybernetics Corporation 
are entirely incapable of engineering anything quite so cunning. 


On Brontitall, however, before the blight could take a full hold, a most 


remarkable and improbable event occurred. 

One night, the sky boiled and a gigantic vision appeared in the sky. It was 
a vision of a man hurling a cup at a Nutrimatic machine. The man told it 
that its drink "tastes filthy". 

The man went on to be sarcastic to the machine and told it to "shut up!" 
The people of Brontitall suddenly realised the truth of their situation and 
rose up and destroyed the robots, sparing themselves from the fate that had 
befallen so many other planets. 

The man whose image appeared in the sky was Arthur Dent. 

Another case was Claimatin, the third planet of the system Pooth. 

Here a tribe of warriors have developed a strange beverage brewed from grain 
and flavoured with the flowers of a local plant. It is a deep golden brown 
and is served slightly warm. 

The warriors will drink vast quantities of it on a Samadarz evening. They 
will then spend the night singing and telling bawdy jokes and wake up the 
following morning feeling like they've been run over by mega-bison and 
someone has painted their tongues with raw sewage. 

There then follows a curious ritual where they swear they will never touch 
the stuff again and promise to lead a sober, sensible life from then 
onwards. 

Unfortunately they always do the same the following Samadarz. 

They call this curious brew "Beestebitta" 


More and more strange events kept being reported. 


In the land of Spranz on the planet Outhanax, the national dress bears a 
startling resemblance to the dressing gown worn by the self-same Arthur 


Dent. 


On another world the inhabitants, despite being technically advanced far 
beyond their need for them, persist in wearing digital watches. 


Slartibartfast had even found a curious reference in an ancient history book 
to the origins of a great galactic conflict in the dim and distant past. It 
seemed that the insignificant Mr Dent had been the primary cause of the 
“Wars of the G'Gugvuntt's Mother". 


He had also discovered that Arthur had curious links to the reappearance of 
all the pieces of the Wikkit key and, in particular, the Golden Bail that 

now formed the heart of the improbability machine that drove the starship 
Heart of Gold. In checking into the records of the "discovery" of this 

device it became clear that the scientists that supposedly discovered it had 
been drinking something very similar to the Earth beverage, tea. 


He become convinced that that space/time was becoming fragmented and that it 
all linked back to the first time the Heart of Gold travelled across the 

universe and so improbably rescued Arthur Dent and his companion, Ford 
Prefect 


He now doubted if time really was safe to be left to it's own devices. 


As he sat listlessly toying with his fish, inspiration seemed to come to 
him. 


He knew what he must do. He must find the Heart of Gold and return the bail 
from whence it had come. He must re-unite the band of galactic travellers 
for one last time. 


If he had to pull Arthur away from his life on Earth once more, then that 
was just the way the whole sort of general mishmash crumbled. 


Chapter 4 


Fenchurch and Morthern made their way from the café area of the spaceport 
and into the vast hypermarket dome. Here the intergalactic traveller could 
buy anything he or she could possibly need and a few others that he or she 
might impossibly need as well. 


On the way there, Morthern briefed Fenchurch on the items she would need to 
buy. 


"The most important thing is the Interspace saver ticket." He said, "it gets 
you discounts on most of the main intergalactic transport lines and free 
flights at some off-peak times. Very useful if you are going to do the 

amount of travelling you intend." 

"Kind of like a student rail card?" interrupted Fenchurch. 

"Sorry?" 

"Never mind, just the earthling in me coming out again." 

"And a hyperspace sleepsuit. It can get very cold on some of these economy 
class freighters and, while a towel is really good for emergencies, you can’ 


t beat a proper SuperSpaceSlumber." 


"You'll need some protein ration pills and a few condensed Vizto drinks" he 
went on, "and, of course, a copy of the Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy." 


"But of course" said Fenchurch with a wry smile. 
"You know it?" Morthern said with a puzzled look. 


"Oh, yes," she replied "Arthur always took his and, of course, his friend 
Ford was a roving field researcher for it." 


"Ford? You mean Ford Prefect?" Morthern spluttered. "Don't tell me you know 
that Betelguisian bandit?" 


"Why, yes" replied Fenchurch, equally astonished. "Arthur spent many years 
with him in all sorts of odd places." 


"That must mean you also know Zaphod BeebleBrox?" 
"Only by reputation, I've never actually met him" 


“Well, well. It is a small universe." The look of surprise had started to 

mellow to one of fond nostalgia. "| met them many years ago when | was a 
young apprentice working on Zoltrast 3. | had been trying to preach the ways 
of Life, the Universe and Everything outside a bar called Ziggie's Den of 
Iniquity, when they took me in and had me try out some new drink they were 
in the process of inventing. After a couple of these, which, incidentally, 

went on to become the famous Pan-Galactic GargleBlaster, they persuaded me 
to teach them some of the Pralite Mind Control tricks. Of course, being only 
an apprentice, | could only teach some very minor skills but | believe they 
went on to use them occasionally. The only problem was they had to drink so 
much to overcome the guilt pains that they were usually incapable of 
benefiting from the control." 


“How come, if you were an apprentice then, you are so much older than them 
now?" Fenchurch inquired. 


"Don't make the mistake of assuming all races in the galaxy age at the same 
rate. You also have to remember some of us often travel through time as well 
as space. Beeblebrox is probably several hundred years old now whereas | 
will probably be dead by the time | am forty" 


Fenchurch lapsed into a thoughtful silence. 


"Anyway, back to the shopping" continued Morthern, "You must go in by 
yourself and chose all the items. It is important that Sogra does not see 

me. Take them to the counter and when he asks them what you have to trade, 
show him the cufflinks. He will, at first say they are not worth enough but 

tell him to look closely at the stones. Repeat this over and over and he 

will soon do the deal" 


"What will you be doing?" said Fenchurch, puzzled. 


"| will wait outside and see if | can, ahem., influence things a little" He 
had again become the mischievous elf. 


"But | thought you said you couldn't abuse your mind control like that" 


"Oh, | can", he smiled, winking, "when | am doing my duty in helping a lost 
traveller." 


They arrived at the store and Fenchurch, doing as instructed, went in alone. 
It took a while for her to find everything as, rather than the intergalactic 
version of Sainsbury's she had expected, there were only vast arrays of 
terminals with holographic images. 


She stood in front of one and tried to figure out how it worked. 


She found that moving her hand around in front of it rotated the object for 
viewing and pressing against it caused the item to be teleported from the 
warehouse to her shopping trolley. 


She got all Morthern had said she needed, including a Sub-Ether Sensomatic 
and an Electronic thumb. When she chose the sleepsuit in a nice fetching 
ultra-blue, she also noticed some rather nice clothes and, looking down at 
the tattered jeans she was wearing, selected them. A beam shone out of the 
terminal and created an image of her on screen. This was then shown clad in 
the clothes she selected. "Wow," she thought, "this sure beats M&S!" 


Once she had all the items she took the trolley, with difficulty as that one 
of the hover-pads on her trolley was misaligned and it was behaving as if it 
had a mind of its own, to the checkout. 


The creature she assumed to be Sorga was rather like a large, grey 
caterpillar. He was smoking a foul smelling substance from a very long pipe 
with one of his many arms while counting coins and notes with several of the 
others. 


Fenchurch pushed the trolley up beside the desk and had great difficulty in 
refraining from introducing herself as Alice. 


"W-w-well, oh p-p-pretty c-c-carbon c-c-creature", stuttered the creature, 
"how do you p-p-propose to p-p-pay for these w-w-wonderful g-g-goods from my 
s-s-store?" 


"| have these beautiful jewels," said Fenchurch, laying the cufflinks on the 
counter beside him. 


"These?" he mocked, "these are w-w-worthless t-t-trinkets! Come back when 
you have something of real worth." 


"But," she replied, "if you look, the jewels are quite unique, all the way 
from the land of Sevorbeupstry, where lies the Message. The last Message 
from God to his creation." 


"G-g-god? W-w-what do | c-c-care of G-g-gods?" he said as he bent down over 
the cufflinks and studied them closely. "Hmmm, m-m-maybe they d-do have 
some 

m-m-merit but c-c-certainly not enough for all these g-g-goods.” 


Fenchurch was not deterred, "Look deep into the stones, you will see what | 
mean." 


Gradually the scowl on his face turned to a smile. He picked up each one in 
turn and, to Fenchurch's horror, stuck it trough the side of his nose. 


He turned and looked in the mirrored glass of the wall behind him. "Yes, | 
like these," He said, his stammer mysteriously gone. "Now, be off with you 
before | change my mind." 


Fenchurch left the store as fast as she could without actually running. She 
could not believe her luck. She looked around for Morthern to tell him the 
good news but she could not, at first, see him 


Finally she glimpsed a crumpled figure lying against one of the strangely 
shaped pillars that supported the spaceport's transparent dome. 


She ran across, fearing the worst. 


His face was tightly drawn and his skin appeared almost colourless. "What's 
wrong?" she cried. 


"Oh, the pain was a little worse than | expected, nothing to worry about." 
He tried to raise a smile, "| just need to rest a while. Did you get 
everything?" 


"Yes, It worked exactly as you said" said Fenchurch, still worried, "I'll go 
and get you some help." 


"No, no, I'm fine. We need to get you on your way. There is a starcruiser 
leaving for the Mendroball hyperspace terminal in half an hour. If you run 
you can just catch it.” 


"If you're sure?" 


“Of course | am. Been through this dozens of times. Now go. Tell Prefect and 
Beeblebrox to have a bottle of Janx on me when you see them." 


She bent down and hugged him warmly "Thank you," she said, "Thank you more 
than | can ever say." 


And with that she left, her eyes darting around trying to find the sign for 
the right departure area. She eventually saw it and, of course, it took her 
by the longest possible route so she very nearly missed her flight. 


Several hours later a robot found the body of an old vagrant in a little 
used corner of the spaceport. It had initially taken it for a bundle of rags 
but, having scooped it into its TrashTrunkT, its onboard Garbage Analysis 
System detected the presence of carbon based organic matter. 


It alerted its Control Centre which ordered it to return to base for further 
investigation. 


Pollution of the galaxy has now reached such proportions that the majority 
of Planetary Governments are now introducing strict controls on the dumping 
of waste in space and provide incentives to the companies who collect, sort 
and recycle their waste. 


The Marketing Division of the Sirius Cybernetics Corporation, in a rare 
display of logic and reasoned thinking, identified an opportunity to develop 
a product to take advantage of these incentives and produced the SCC 
Recycle-o-Bot. 


This wondrous piece of machinery, available in a wide variety of sizes from 
the Mini-micro-Bot (which is suitable for cleaning out small furry animal's 
cages) to the UltraMega-Bot (which can sweep up whole buildings), collects 
rubbish and sorts, grades and packages it for reuse. 


Used in large number such as spaceports, shopping complexes and sports 
centres, they are usually programmed to take the packages back to a Control 
Centre where they are recycled into useful objects. 


Unfortunately, the team developing the Recycling Control Centres received a 
corrupted copy of the package specification information and the end result 

is that it often churns out, for example, chairs that are supposed to be 

made from recycled plastic cups but are, in fact, made from cream cheese 
sandwiches or pig food that is made from crushed house bricks and old rocket 
booster oil. 


The robot arrived at its Recycling Control Centre and disgorged the buddle 
on to an inspection table. 


A series of spidery arms quickly rummaged amongst the bundle and produced an 
Indenticard. 


His Identicard showed the body to be that of one Mandrax Corshaarak, a 
former monk from the planet Garz. It indicated he was thirty-nine years old 
and it listed no next of kin. 


"Classify as food waste," the machine squawked mechanically and tipped the 
body back into the TrashTrunkT. 


Chapter 5 


Darrent Staroval skilfully guided his little blue star buggy in to land on 
the outskirts of Aislix. 


"I'll leave her here and we can walk the rest of the way," he said to his 
wife Valerin, "| don't want to have to take her out of a busy town once I've 
had a few Jinnan Tawnicks, do |?" 


"Whatever you say, dear" she replied. She said it a little tightly. She was 
beginning to wonder if this was such a good idea after all. 


Darrent had said that it would be the meal of a lifetime, well worth the 
many days of travel once they got there and tasted the food. 


She wasn't so sure. The last time he had a bright idea like this they had 
gone to Milliways, The Restaurant at the End of the Universe. She had got 
very timesick and had hardly eaten a thing. She had found that ghastly 
Quordlepleen person very tiresome and the whole thing had been such an 
anticlimax. 


Still, you only reached your 500th birthday once and, even it these days of 
life extending drugs, it was quite a landmark. 


This place had had a glowing write-up in that Guide thing that Darrent was 
always playing about with so she had let him persuade her. 


They had put on their best finery and were immaculately dressed as befitted 
a man in his position and his consort. 


For Darrent Staroval regarded himself as the Galaxy's foremost restaurant 
critic and Gastronomic expert. 


Unfortunately the rest of the galaxy, in general, and the galactic press, in 
particular, no longer agreed and he now did this more as a hobby than a 


genuine way of living. 


They walked into town and found the quiet side street. 


The Bistro had no signs, no advertising. People knew where it was by word of 
mouth. "Always a good sign" thought Darrent. 


He was salivating at the thought of the meal he was about to have. He could 
almost taste the succulent meats, the crisp vegetables, the breathtaking 
deserts and the heady liqueurs. 


Suddenly the building gave a little shimmer and when they looked again, it 
was gone. Darrent could not believe it, he ran across to where it had been 
but there was nothing but a vacant plot of land. 


"What. How. Where." his mouth had gone from dripping to an astonishing 
dryness in a matter of seconds and he could not form a sentence. 


"Guess it's takeaway for dinner again tonight then?" his wife muttered, 
turning sharply on her immaculate heel and walking back the way they had 
just come. 


A short time later but a very many light years away from these events, a 
spacecraft materialised in the middle of a field near a small West Country 
village. 


Slartibartfast walked out of the door, flicking a button on a small hand 
control as he did. The ship had lifted off from Aislix and hurtled across 
the Galaxy at a mind-buggering speed that still amazed him, even after all 
these years, and all he'd had to do was stir his coffee. 


He strolled along to where he knew he would find Arthur Dent's house. He 
knew because that's where he had put it or rather, he had instructed his 
apprentice to put it. He had been too busy creating the majestic fjords of 
Norway to be bothered by the plain countryside of England but he wanted to 
be sure that this particular house was just right. 


He was surprised to find Arthur not at home but managed to open a window and 
climb inside to wait. 


When he first saw the state of the living room, he thought the house must 
have been burgled. 


Two smashed and bound dining chairs lay in a corner. 


There were numerous empty gin bottles, beer cans and pizza boxes lying about 
the place. 


Closer inspection, however, gave him some clues as to what had happened to 
the house's inhabitants. 


Several neat lists of items to be packed in rucksacks were pinned on a 
noticeboard. 


Old newspapers told of the arrival of a strange spaceship, its occupant's 
bizarre visit to a place called Bournemouth and its subsequent departure. 


Little telltale signs around the place indicated feminine occupation. He 
thought this odd, as he knew Arthur lived alone. 


It all pointed to the fact that Ford Prefect and, he thought, wrongly, the 
earth woman Trillian had returned and that Arthur Dent had gone with them. 


But why and where had they gone to? 


He had hoped to tackle Arthur first, before tracking down the others and the 
Heart of Gold. The Earthman would, he felt, be much easier to convince about 
the urgency of his mission than would the freewheeling Prefect and his 
anarchic semi-cousin Zaphod Beeblebrox. 


When he had last seen them, near Krikkit, he had reluctantly let Beeblebrox 
take the gold bail and re-activate the ship. Reluctantly, he now realised, 
because he most have known, deep inside, that the defeat of Hactar was not 
the end, merely a waypoint on the path of saving the universe from doom. 


He left the living room and wandered up the stairs. In one of the bedrooms 
he found the grey glass bowl his apprentice had also put there. The 


Magaratheans had left these in the houses of many Earth people who the 
Dolphins had said had helped them. 


Finding no further clues he walked to the front door, pausing to pick up a 

pile of paper packets lying just inside it. He opened a few and was 

surprised to find most of them came from just two sources. One lot offered, 

it seemed, vast amounts of money through the use of a small green card, the 
others threatened dire consequences for the unauthorised use of a similar 
card. 


"Strange creatures, these humans" he muttered as he walked out the door and 
back to his ship. 


He sat for a while contemplating his next course of action 


He knew they had not come to Earth aboard the Heart of Gold, as his newly 
installed Improbometer registered no recent improbability field. 


This meant that if he found the Heart of Gold, it would most likely be in 
the hands of Beeblebrox. 


They had left this planet on what he recognised in the newspapers as a 
Xaxisian starcruiser. Something that size shouldn't be that difficult to 
trace so that was the best bet. 


The Bistromath blurred the sky and vanished from the Solar System. The cows 
in the field wondered what had happened to the odd cowshed that had appeared 
earlier in the day but then, after ruminating for a while, thought that was 
probably somebody else's problem. 


Chapter 6 


The lorry rumbled along the motorway, the driver hummed along with a tune 
she'd just learned from the local radio station that as cracking away in the 
cab. 


"Still always amazes me how crude the broadcasting systems on this planet 
are," she said, "most civilisations of this level of evolution have at least 
got hypersonic noise cancelling systems." 


Fenchurch mumbled a non-committal reply. She was studying the landscape 
around her, which was very familiar but she thought, oddly different. 


Since leaving Morthern, she had made several space trips in an attempt to 
flip across into whatever universe Arthur was in but had not succeeded and 
now felt an odd compulsion to go back to Earth. 


She thought she should say goodbye to Russell in case she never came back. 
Even though they never got on that well he was still her brother and her 

only living relative and she would miss him. She also thought it would be a 

good idea to leave a message for Arthur just in case he had somehow managed 
to get back to this thread and was looking for her. 


Initially she had had problems finding the place. The entry in her copy of 
the Hitchhikers Guide read only "harmless" and gave no spatial co-ordinates. 


"Harmless! What was that supposed to mean?" she thought. 


Arthur's copy of the guide had pages of description of Earth, all written by 
that infuriating Ford Prefect. Perhaps this was an older version? 


Eventually she hitched a lift with strange little woman who was going to 
earth to sell Elevarian Jewellery to the Earth people. Eleveria is a planet 
of chameleoid lifeforms who can transform themselves at will and can also 
transform objects and materials in their vast shape-shifter factories. 


Purinia, the woman, had a neat little trade going whereby she transformed 


ordinary cheap ores into replicas of the gold jewellery that the people of 
Earth valued so highly and would pay vast amounts of paper bills for. With 
these bills she could buy huge quantities of salt, which was one of the most 
treasured minerals on Elevaria as it could be transformed into virtually 
anything. 


Fenchurch had studied the jewellery when Purinia had shown her it and it had 
made her chuckle. She recognised it as being the type sold by a well-known 
high street chain. She wondered if they knew that their wholesaler was from 
another world. If they did know would they even care? Probably not, as long 
as they were making a fast buck. 


When they had landed, Purinia had stripped away the outer shell of her 
spacescraft and it was now a fair representation of an articulated lorry. 

They then started their journey towards the small West Country village where 
Arthur had lived. Fenchurch had arranged that Purinia would pick her up 
again in two days time before she headed home. She knew how infrequently 
spaceships visited this part of the galaxy and didn't want to get stuck. 


"Here it is, next exit," she said as she saw a sign. 
" Cottington, 1 mile" the sign read. 


Underneath, Fenchurch was puzzled to notice, it said "Cottington Services" 
with that funny little array of symbols that no-one ever understands. 


She didn't remember that being there. 


She grabbed her rucksack and jumped down from the cab, thanking Purinia 
warmly. As she pulled away she could hear her singing along enthusiastically 
to the "crude broadcasting system". 


She strolled along the side of the road, breathing in the cool, earth air. 

She had found that, even on planets with oxygen in their atmosphere or those 
with an artificial environment, it always seemed a lot warmer and stickier 

than Earth air. She took long, deep breaths to enjoy it. 


A moment later an old transit van spluttered by, belching out noxious fumes. 

It paused momentarily, let out a flatulent backfire and trundled on its way. 

The fumes made Fenchurch cough violently. Some things she didn't miss about 
Earth. 


Come to think of it, this road was a lot busier than she remembered. It also 
seemed to have been widened and resurfaced since she had last been there. 


A little further along she spotted a little farm track that she knew would 
take her to Arthur's house without having to go into the village. She didn't 
want to run the risk of bumping into any of Arthur's friends and to have to 
explain where he was. She didn't think Arthur's California trick would work 
again, if it ever had. 


At last she came round the end of the hedgerow, expecting to see Arthur's 
little house with its odd arrangement of windows. Instead she was confronted 
by a sign that said " Cottington Traveller's Inn and Fitzmelton Arms Pub, 

all rooms £----, en-suite facilities, telephone and TV." 


She stood, stunned. She scanned about to check her surroundings. She was 
sure this was the right place. 


Still in a daze, she went into the reception area. 


"Hello, my love," said the middle aged woman behind the desk. She had hair 
that had been dyed the most unlikely shade of reddish brown but her roots 
were showing through grey. She also had on the most amazing amount of 
make-up that looked more suitable for a pantomime than her current 
employment. "You look like you've come a long way. You want a room?" 


"What? Oh, no, I'm just looking for a house." She gave the address. 


"Oh, no, dear," said the woman, "that was knocked a couple of years ago. To 
make way for the bypass, you see. Only they decided to re-route it further 

over that way." She pointed towards the way Fenchurch had just come, "So the 
service area was built here instead." 


Fenchurch stood, eyes agog, mouth open. 


"You sure you don't want a room?" interrupted the woman after a little 
while. 


"Hmm. Yes, | supposed | better," replied Fenchurch, still stunned. She 
opened her rucksack and fished about in her purse. She had no Earth money 
and she didn't suppose they would take Altarian dollars. She pulled out the 
credit card with the longest expiry date. Despite that fact that she had not 
paid the bill on it for want she guessed must be years, the machine accepted 
it without a hiccup. 


She went to the room. It was simple but comfortable and, to Fenchurch, who 
had been sleeping in some very odd places, it was as good as a palace. She 
ran a bath. She boiled the kettle and made some tea. After several attempts 
to open the small plastic pots of milk she had something that was better 
than the Nutrimatic liquid but only just. 


She lay back and soaked in the bath. The quick burst of TV she had watched 
while the bath was running was enough to tell her that it was about a year 
since she and Arthur had left the planet. The information booklet in the 

room, however, told her that the Hotel had been there for longer than that. 

It had been built before she had even met Arthur. 


She knew now what she had suspected before. This was a different universe to 
her own. It was she who had jumped, not Arthur. 


In the morning she ate the most delicious English cooked breakfast she had 
ever tasted. Or, at least, it seemed that way. The sausage, the bacon, even 
the overcooked tomatoes were wonderful after the months of dried spacefood. 
She felt much better. She even smiled at Ms Mutton-dressed-as-lamb as she 
went back to her room. 


She decided she would stick to her plan and go and see Russell. Even if this 
was not her world, maybe he would still be in it and it would be nice to see 
him, annoying though he was. 


She hitched a lift to the small suburban enclave where he lived. It was 
strange how easy she found hitching on earth after having done it all around 
the galaxy. The wait between cars and lorries was miniscule compared to the 
wait for a spaceship. 


The housing estate or "Executive Development" was there and it was just as 
she remembered it was when he first bought it. She had though that he was 
crazy buying a big, family house when he had no family but he said it was 
“an investment" and he was probably right. 


The houses were typical of those built at that time in that they were in a 
style that tried to pretend they were much, much older than they actually 
were. Somehow, she didn't think they would have had need for garages to 
house their BMWs, SAABs and Mercedes' in Shakespeare's time. 


The neatly manicured lawns, the neatly pointed brickwork, the burglar alarms 
all gave off an air of affluent upper-middle-class England. She hummed to 
herself as she walked along. Curtains twitched as she walked past, assessing 
the threat from this stranger, fingers hovering over phones in case the 

police needed to be called. 


She knocked at the appropriate door. A blonde woman in her 30's appeared. 
She smartly dressed though she appeared to have been baking by the smells 
that emitted from within and had patches of flour on her designer suit. Her 
face had the toasted brown colour of someone who habitually spends hours on 
a sunbed. She had a glass of wine in her hand and had obviously been 
drinking and was a little tipsy even though it was still well before noon. 


Fenchurch asked for Russell. 


"Goodness me, there's a blast from the past!" giggled the lady. "| haven't 
seen Russell since he left me four years ago. Went off to do something in 
the jungle. Saving Gorillas or elephants or something. The suburban life 
didn't really suit him. Didn't keep in touch, never even filled in the 

divorce papers | sent him." 


She suddenly stopped and looked Fenchurch up and down. 


"So who are you then, coming asking after him after all this time?" she 
continued. 


Fenchurch looked down at her clothes. She had to admit she looked a bit of a 
sight. The space travel clothes would have looked very trendy if they had 
been new and clean but the dust and grime of spaceships had taken their 
toll. 


"I'm his sister," Fenchurch replied and put out her hand to shake. 


The woman looked down her nose at her, "Sister? Russell never had a sister. 
What do you take me for, a fool?" she was becoming aggressive, "Do you think 
you can get money from me, is that what it is?" 


"Go away!" she said and with that, she slammed the door. Fenchurch heard her 
muttering behind it "I'm sure he never had a sister. I'd have remembered a 
sister." 


"And I'm sure he never had a wife," she thought to herself as she walked 
away, "but if he had that one, | could see why he left." 


Fenchurch tried Russell working in some rickety tent deep in the jungle, 
caring for animals. It was not a concept that came easily but, when it did, 
she felt good about it and smiled. This world was different, worse in some 
ways, better in others. 


She decided to go to Islington and pick up a few things from her house. 


The train ride to London took her through a land that was so familiar but 
with occasional, odd, differences. 


When she finally got to her alley all she found was a derelict stable. 
In despair she headed for Hyde Park and was re-assured when she found it was 


as she remembered it. Remembered that sunny summer's day she had spent in 
this park with Arthur and had first learned of his wanderings around the 


galaxy. It seemed so long ago. A world away? 


She spent the night at a YWCA then made her way back to Cottington and was 
waiting at the sliproad when the truck full of salt rolled up. 


Chapter 7 


Slartibartfast stomped angrily round the table. He sat down and took a drink 
from his wine. 


"This wine is corked!" he bawled at the robot waiter, "take it back." 


The robot waiter nodded obediently and took the glass and the bottle away to 
join the other six that the old man had already rejected. 


Something was clearing troubling him. 


"They can't just have vanished into thin air?" he looked questioningly at 
one of the robot diners at the other side of the table. 


The robot did not respond. It was not programmed to engage in conversation, 
merely to pretend to eat. Had it been programmed to converse, it probably 
wouldn't have responded anyway. It would have known when to keep its mouth 
shut and its head down, chewing on a stray piece of Parma ham. 


The old man had been like this for months. 


He had managed to trace the human's movements from the Earth to Alpha 
Centauri. 


There, it appeared, they had parted company with Ford Prefect who had gone 
off to do his own thing. They had then gone on, through a series of hops, to 
visit the planet Preliumtarn and seen the Message. 


Slartibartfast had seen this many years ago and thought it vastly overrated 
but could see that it might appeal to the Earth people. 


After that, they just appeared to have vanished. They booked a flight on a 
short hyperspace route but appear to have never taken it. Either that or 


they vanished mid flight, which didn't sound very likely. 


He had then heard some talk of a Tri-D TV presenter calling herself Trillian 


Astra who, it was said, bore some resemblance to the girl he was seeking. 
But she appeared to come from some future time. Or some past one, he wasn't 
sure. 


Every time he tried to get in touch with her, however, she flitted off to 
some other place, time or dimension. 


Even the sightings of her seemed to have dried up now. 

Then he thought he'd try another tack. If he could find Beeblebrox and the 
Heart of Gold, he could use its unique capabilities to track down the 

others. 

It should have been easy to find. Every time the ship moved in improbability 
drive mode, it left a vast field, which could be picked up by his 


instruments and those of his network of watchers across the universe. 


But there had been nothing, not the slightest glimmer of an improbability 
field. 


No planets suddenly being immersed in blueberry jam. 


No sudden evolution of species from swamp dwelling newts into 
megamathematicians. 


It was totally unlike Beeblebrox to be so discreet. 


"Incoming message", squawked the ships long-range communicator, "Incoming 
message." 


Slartibartfast rushed out to the console. "Go ahead," he called. 
"Hi, Slarti," a voice said. It was very faint and broken, coming from an 
immense distance but he recognised it immediately as that of Viongo, one of 


his oldest friends from CamTim. 


"Good news," it continued, "I think I've found the Heart of Gold. 


"| picked up a very weak, very old improbability field and traced it to a 
planet called Esflovian. It appear the Heart of Gold may have landed there 
many years ago and doesn't appear to have moved since" 


Vlongo then passed a few moments exchanging pleasantries before signing off. 
"Esflovian?" Startibartfast thought to himself, "never heard of that one." 


He spent a few minutes searching through a pile of papers and books until he 
found what he was looking for. It was dusty from lack of use but the letters 
on the cover could still clearly be read to say: "Don't Panic!" 


He didn't really like the Guide. Thought it to be too brash, too much a 

young person's thing. He preferred the great piles of "proper" books, maps 
and other reference documents that had been in his study on Magarathea and 
now languished in the basement of the Starship Bistromath along with the 
machinery that powered the Bistromatic drive. It had its uses though and he 
had reluctantly picked up a copy in a spaceport a few years back. 


He flipped open the cover and searched for "Esflovian". The machine 
displayed an access code, which he then punched in. A stream of "E" entries 
scrolled and he had a little smile to himself when he passed the entry for 
Earth before it stopped at the right place. It gave a little "blee-blip" 

Esflovian 

Planet populated by the descendants of an ancient personal-growth-orientated 
hippy peace commune. Check carefully before planning a visit - it is 

rumoured to have destroyed itself in Nuclear Encounter Therapy. 


That was all. 


He wandered back to the central computational area, still carrying the 
guide. He took his seat at the table and drained the latest glass of wine. 


"Hmm." he thought as the waiter poured another. He drained that as well. 


"That was very nice, thank you", he said to the robot waiter, "may | have 
the bill?" 


The waiter scuttled off happily and fetched it, seemingly relieved that the 
old man had, at last, broken the aura of doom. 


He returned and gave it to the old man who scribbled "Esflovian" across the 
bottom and then screwed it up in a ball. 


He threw the ball in the air and it inexplicably failed to land. Instead it 
was as if the universe leapt out of his hands and the craft blasted its way 
across the galaxy. 


In an astonishingly short period of time it had parked itself in orbit 

around a strange little planet. Mindful of the Guide's warning he decided 
orbiting and observing would be wise until he was sure what he was dealing 
with. 


His sensors scanned the planet's surface. 


There was a high radiation level right across the entire globe apart from 
one small area. The land appeared to be barren and without life, again apart 
from one small area. 


This area had no radiation, it had lifeforms, and there also appeared to 
have vast amounts of vines, Hypno-poppies and exotic foodstuffs growing in 
its fertile soil. 


What made Slartibartfast absolutely certain he had found the right place was 
the small but significant improbability field right at the heart of it. 


He walked to the bathrooms, set the teleport to automatic and stepped in, 
pausing only briefly to pick up a Blaster Ray. Just in case 


He landed and was immediately surrounded by some strange beings in blue, 
tattered clothing. 


They had beads in their long hair, bracelets on their wrists and wore 
sandals. All had strange black eyes that seemed to hover out from their 
otherwise humanoid faces. Each one had either a bottle or a smoking paper 
stick in their hand. 


They gathered round him menacingly. 


Slartibartfast clutched the Blaster in one hand. In the other he had the 
small device that would allow him to teleport back to the ship. It needed a 
few moments to get a lock to allow him to do that so it was of no use ina 
hurry. 


He waved the Blaster around. "Stay back!" he shouted, "| mean you no harm. | 
have come in peace. Stay back." 


He wasn't sure they believed him. Some of them seemed to be picking up long 
knives. Even with the Blaster the sheer number of them meant they could take 
him. He felt he had made a big mistake. 

"Hey, cool it guys," called a voice, "he's a friend." 

A figure had just walked down a ramp away off to the left of where he was 
standing. He was dressed in the same manner as the others. Sandals on his 
feet, bracelets on each of his three wrists, long matted hair in beads on 

each of his heads and the black eyes which, Slartibartfast now realised, 

were sunglasses. 


"Beeblebrox!" he cried. 


"Come in and have a Gargle Blaster," replied Zaphod. 


Later, as they sat in the bridge of the Heart of Gold, Zaphod explained how 


he came to be on the world of Esflovian. He had a very large drink in his 
hand. 


"| had another bust-up with that crazy chick Trillian. She wanted to settle 
down, have a family, you know." He shuffled uncomfortably on a bizarre 
hammock-like seat. 


The interior of the Heart of Gold seemed to have been given a bizarre 
makeover in a jungle theme. Creepers hung down from the roof. The walls were 
decorated with brightly coloured daubings that might have been made by a 
three-year-old but many were signed "ZB". The floor had woven matting 
randomly positioned over it but it was also covered in mud. 


Plants and wooden carvings hid the banks of elaborate switches and 
instruments. They had clearly not been used for a very long time. Even the 
doors had been wedged open with rocks and logs and they no longer chimed 
their happy greetings when anyone passed through. That was, however, the 
only thing that was a positive result. Otherwise it was a disaster area and 
this has nothing to do with rock bands. 


The shipboard computer, Eddie, seemed to have been converted into a sort of 
hippy jukebox, emitting soothing chants and mantras with occasional 
outbursts of "Hey, Peace, Man!" 


Slartibartfast moved in his own seat, which felt rather like the one in his 

old study that was made from the rib cage of a stegosaurus. He looked down 
and found it was, in fact, made from the rib cage of some very similar 
animal. He also had a drink but it was untouched. 


"| tried to explain that we couldn't have kids anyway, it wasn't possible 
biologically. But she said | didn't understand and | said of course | didn' 
t" Zaphod continued, "and anyway, I'm too young to settle down, I've still 
got several hundred years of high life in me! 


"So she stormed off into the ether again and I've not seen her since. | hear 
she got into broadcasting or something. 


"| haven't seen the monkey-man since we left him on Krikkit. Can't say I'm 
that sorry, always felt his sense of humour was severely underdeveloped." 
His left head took another slug from his drink. 


"| used to bump into Ford every once in a while but it was usually when one 
or both of us was out of our brains on something so | don't actually 
remember where or when." 


The right head looked round at the left, realised it was having all the fun 
and drained the rest of the glass. 


"Then | met up with an old friend called Yarnick Fondour who said he was 
coming to this place to get some peace and to find himself. So | thought I'm 
not sure | ever lost myself but, what the hell! | could use some peace. 


"We came here and it was cool and froody for a time but, a little while 

after, some of the guys started fooling with some way out stuff and the 

whole place got nuked. The only survivors were those near the Heart of Gold. 
Protected by its improb field, | guess. 


"So we set about rebuilding around the ship and, well, you see it all. Think 
we've done pretty well?" The long bout of talking had made him thirsty so he 
poured another two drinks. 


Slartibartfast didn't answer but shook his head to decline the proffered 
glass. Zaphod poured the drinks into both heads at once while his other hand 
adjusted his crotch. Slartibartfast sat and furrowed his brow for a while. 


"You must come with me," he finally announced, "the universe is in great 
danger. You must bring the Heart of Gold and we must find the others." 


He went on to explain his theories on the cracking of space-time and the 
part the human, Arthur Dent, played in it. 


"The Monkey man?" said Zaphod, spluttering into his drink, "| thought it was 
me that'd had the fourth Pan-Galactic Gargle Blaster. 


"No way is that guy significant in the whole universal picture. Believe me, 
| know, 'cause I'm someone who is!" 


"Nevertheless, | assure you it is true" the old man was by now becoming 
agitated and stood up from the chair made of bones. It collapsed as he rose. 


"Well, you find the guys and see if they believe you." Zaphod was now 
lolling about in the hammock drunkenly, his words becoming slurred, "Maybe 
then I'll think about helping. You can usually find Ford through the Guide 
offices. He has to check back there every so often to get paid. Can be 

tricky to find the offices sometimes though." 


"What do you mean?" inquired Slartibartfast. 

“Well, they move around a lot." 

"You mean they change offices?" 

"No, | mean they frequently move their buildings. Just pick 'em up and go. | 
was in one once when it got moved to the Frogstar. That was real scary." He 
was beginning to slide to the floor, "but if you find them, you'll find 


him." 


"Very well, goodbye, | will see you again soon," the old man pressed the 
button that operated his automatic teleport and he vanished. 


"Not if | see you first," muttered Zaphod as he lapsed into unconsciousness. 


Chapter 8 


The gigantic spaceport of Marchirion is one of the great sights of the 
universe. Any galactic hitchhiker worth his towel will have travelled 

through it many times and marvelled at its incredible beauty. This is all 

the more surprising because it is not called Marchirion, is not actually a 
spaceport and, depending on when you chance to visit it, it may not be that 
gigantic. 


To explain. 


The name Marchirion actually refers to the small planet that orbits the sun 
Xerendes just a few hundred thousand miles further in than the spaceport. 
The planet was originally inhabited but has now been deserted and most of 
its inhabitants make a living around the spaceport or have gone off to a 
much quieter part of the galaxy since the spaceport was built or, rather, 
arrived or came to be. Or just happened. 


You see, Marchirion occupies a unique position at the junction of a number 
of intergalactic hyperspace trading and transport routes. It is effectively 
a hub around which a large part of the galaxy's business rotates. 


In many similar areas enterprising people have created vast spaceports to 
take advantage of the passing ships but at Marchirion it happened all by 
itself. 


It started when a few trading scouts met up with a megafreighter paused 
between hops on its journey across the galaxy. They docked and began 
trading. Then another freighter arrived, began trading with the first and 
with the scouts. Then a third and more scouts. After a while the first left 
but it was soon replaced. 


Before long more and more spacecraft had docked together and formed a huge 
mass, now gently orbiting near the planet of Marchirion. Little ion buggy 

craft soon started joining in from the planet bringing catering, 

entertainment and all the comforts of home to the traders. 


Over a period of several months then stretching into years the mass grew and 


contracted as the trade grew and contracted. One problem that arose was 
that, what with all the constant coming and going, the craft at the centre 
of the mass sometimes had difficultly getting out. So it was decided that 
the ships would join in the form of a giant, hollow sphere, the only thing 

in the middle being shuttles scuttling to and fro. 


And so it had continued, the ships coming and going and the sphere growing 
and shrinking with the rise and fall of the galactic economy. Sometimes the 
sphere will almost complete with dozens of craft coming in to join then if, 
say, a fleet of Arcturan Megafreighters suddenly undocks the sphere will 
almost collapse before re-grouping. 


When approached from space the spaceport is a spectacular lattice of craft 
constantly changing in a poetic ballet, little flares shooting out as they 

guide themselves into position. No-one knows exactly how many craft are in 
the sphere at any one time but it is rumoured to have peaked at thirteen 
million shortly before the great Galactimarket crash and to have dropped to 
a couple of hundred during it. 


Of course, all of the original craft have long since gone. Except for one. 


A Yestran fur trader by the name of Bix became tangled up in the great mass 
before the re-organistion into a sphere came. He became so frustrated with 
not being able to get out of the centre of the mass that he put himself into 
cryogenic storage and programmed the computer to wake him when the jam 
cleared. Unfortunately the jam never completely cleared and he's been there 
ever since and no-one has the nerve to wake him. His craft is the only 
permanent landmark on the great structure and everything is defined in 
relation to Bix's Point. 


The galactic hypership Spotinicon IV drifted gently away from the spaceport 
of Marchirion, its ion thrusters barely ticking over to manoeuvre it into 
position for the leap that would take it across several light years in the 

time a human would take to cross a road. As it departed a great ripple ran 
across the surface of the globe as smaller craft moved to fill the gap left 

by the enormous ship. 


Fenchurch sat back in a large comfortable chair in the first class 
compartment. It was not often she could afford to travel first class but she 
had had a good week and felt she should treat herself, as this was a long 
journey though a pretty rough area of space. 


She had been travelling around the galaxy and, indeed, many neighbouring 
ones, for many years now, hoping against hope that an event would occur that 
would take her to the same continuum as Arthur. 


She remembered again of the talk she had had with Morthern all those years 
ago. 


"PUSS" he had called it. Sounded like a cat to her. Quite ironic, really, as 
cats always made her sneeze and Morthern had joked about sneezes causing 
some people to make the jump. 


She had been on every type of spaceship imaginable. She always made 
inquiries about any strange disappearances on flights then deliberately 
booked herself on the same flights. 


To pay for her trips she busked in spaceports and played music in bars and 
clubs. 


Not long after she began her travels she realised she could not do it 

without a source of income of some sort. Wondering how she could get some 
money, she noticed, in an in-flight magazine, a creature playing an 
instrument called a Coruvian Ajuitar. The person held it in its mouth (at 

least it looked like its mouth), and stroked it with long spindly fingers. 

An idea occurred to her. 


At the next city she visited a music store and, despite the scepticism of 
the storekeeper, tried one out. 


She found that, by inverting it from its normal position and stoking it with 
an electric conductor's baton, she could play it very much like her 'cello. 
The most astonishingly beautiful music came out. 


The storekeeper was amazed and offered her a job in a local club that he 
ran. Fenchurch kept the job for a few months during which she learned more 
about the various races that inhabited this sector of the galaxy than she 
could have ever learned in any book, even the Hitchhikers Guide. 


Once she had earned enough to pay for the instrument and a surplus to pay 
for more tickets she took up and left on another journey. 


The flight attendant announced that they would shortly be making the jump to 
hyperspace. Fenchurch reclined her seat, put her towel between her ankles 
and fastened her safety harness. 


She had just finished when someone spoke. 
"Is this seat taken?" he said. 


Fenchurch turned to face him. He was an Andalonian from the planet Fraz. She 
knew this because she had met people of this amazing warrior race before. He 
had fine golden fur covering his body and large hairy mane on his neck. His 
body made Charles Atlas look like a nine stone weakling and his voice was a 
deep gravely growl. On Earth he could have easily found a part in one of 

those TV productions of the C.S.Lewis books. 


"No, Go ahead" she replied. 
He sat and fastened his harness. His sheer bulk meant he was very close to 
Fenchurch, despite the size of the first class Lounge-o-seats. His mane 


brushed against her shoulder. 


Fenchurch felt a slight tickle in her nose. She felt the rush of the jump to 
hyperspace. 


Fenchurch sneezed. 
The universe started to settle down again. No matter how many times she had 


done these hyperspace jumps, it still shook her up. She retrieved her towel 
from behind her neck. 


"Excuse Me," said a voice, "are you from Bartledan?" 


She turned and found, to her surprise, that where, only a few seconds ago, 
there had been a magnificent Lion-Man, there was now a rather small and 
weedy human looking person. 


She looked around in confusion. The ship was the same but the colour scheme 
seemed ever so slightly different. She hadn't paid that much attention to 

the other passengers but they too seemed to have odd variances to what she 
did remember. 


"It's happened! It's happened!" she shrieked, leaping up from her seat, 
"After all this time it has finally happened. My wish has come true." 


The little man looked rather puzzled, "Oh, I'm sorry. | only asked if.?" 
Fenchurch looked down at him. "What?" 


". you were from Bartledan. But now | see you couldn't possibly be. No, not 
if you've been wishing. We don't you see. Wish that is." 


It was Fenchurch's turn to be puzzled. "Sorry, what?" then, recognising the 
man's confusion, "It's just | was rather excited about something." 


"No," she continued, answering is question at last, "I'm from a little 
Planet out in the western spiral arm called Earth. | don't suppose you've 
heard of it." 


"Goodness me, what a coincidence!" replied the man, " we had someone living 
in our village for a while who came from there. Strange fellow, very tall, 

used to sit around reading all the time. Then he'd get up and throw the book 
away in a fit of anger. Name of Art-Err, | seem to remember." 


"Art-Err?. Arthur! You've met Arthur!" Fenchurch's calm deserted her again, 
"Where? When? How can | get to this Barternan place?" 


"Bartledan" he corrected her, "Well, | can give you a space-route map but he 
left a long time ago. Went off to get himself a life, so he said." 


Fenchurch paused, deflated, and thought for a moment. When she spoke again, 
it was in a quieter, friendlier manner. She was concerned her previous 
barrage of questions might have scared him. 


"My name's Fenchurch" she said, offering a hand, "I'm sorry | startled you." 
He clasped her hand warmly "I'm Hadderon." 


"He did the shaking hands bit as well." He continued, "confused everybody 
for a while but, in the end, we really rather liked it. Nice way of greeting 
people." 


They spent the rest of the trip conversing. Fenchurch found it rather odd 
talking to him as he never paused for breath but she was so delighted to 

know that she was in the same universe as Arthur. Even if she had missed him 
on Bartledan, at least she felt her chances of finding him had improved by a 
huge factor. 


When they reached their destination and, as she left the spaceship, she said 
goodbye to Hadderon and he said, "I wish you good luck! | don't really know 


what that means but | wish you it anyway." 


Hadderon had said there was only one ship out from Bartledan, which went to 
the giant spaceport at Granetaur. 


She flipped open he guide to look it up. As she did, she noticed the last 
entry she had been looking at had changed. Odd. 


She decided to check the one for Earth. She typed in the code, which she 
knew by heart. 


"Invalid entry" beeped the guide. 


She tried again, again "Invalid Entry". 


She did a fresh search for "Earth". "Not found" 


She stood, bemused for a moment then decided she would sort out what this 
meant later. 


She located Granetaur and started to plot her route towards it. 

It was several hundred light years from where she was to Granetaur and she 
decided that, rather than run the risk that Arthur had headed towards where 
she had come from, she would check passenger lists on flights coming the 
other way, just in case. 


She spent some time doing this at several ports. 


Most of the ticket clerks were helpful when she explained what she wanted to 
do, the others usually responded to bribery or threats. 


At Aldertroid, she had just finished a computer search on the last flight 
out when something caught her eye. She wasn't sure what at fist but 
something. 

She scanned the list again. There it was. 

"Prefect, Ford, Betelguise, Researcher." 


She asked the clerk to look up the details. 


He had boarded a freighter only two days earlier bound for a planet called 
"Saquo-Pilia Hensha." 


"That planet's name sounds familiar," she thought to herself and she punched 
it into the Guide. 


It was the biggest entry she'd ever seen in the guide, lavishly illustrated. 


Saquo-Pilia Hensha 


The hippest, froodiest, happeningest planet in the whole galaxy. Where every 
day is a holiday and there's a new carnival for every reason you can imagine 
and a few you probab;y can't. 


It went on to describe the hundreds of bars, clubs and joints that covered 
the planet. 


It described many of the dozens of festivals that took place, seemingly all 
the time, including the famous Feast of the Assumption of St Antwelm. 


There were adverts for Hunt the Wocket teams, Mind Surfing clubs, Flying 
Schools (with or without flying machines she noted) and Cocktail mixing 
classes. There was accommodation that ranged from Luxo-palace hotels to the 
extreme budget end of the market where you get to sleep with a wide variety 
of species in what amounts to a large shoebox. 

"Sounds like Ford's sort of place" she thought to herself. 

Then she saw, right at the end: - 

Saquo-Pilia Hensha, 

Home of the HitchHiker's Guide to the GalaxyT, 


An Infinidim Company. 


"So that's why he's going there," Fenchurch guessed. Then she thought, "He 
might have seen Arthur." 


She hesitated for a moment. If she continued to Granetaur, she might never 
know if Ford had met Arthur. 


If she followed him, who knows what might happen. 


She thanked the ticket clerk and asked him for a seat on the next flight to 
Saquo-Pilia Hensha. 


Chapter 9 


The Old Man continued moving the pieces around. Trying a bit here, twisting 
around, flipping them over and swapping them about. He felt he was getting 
there, that things were starting to slide into place. Another little while 

and he would have it, he was sure he would. 


He called through to his wife "What's the score?" 


"Oh, how should | know, I've never really understood that silly game," she 
replied. 


Chapter 10 


Fenchurch got off the little shuttle that had brought her in from the 

orbiting space station. The intergalactic cruiser she had arrived on had 
docked with it, as there was no room on Saquo-Pilia Hensha for anything as 
big and ugly as a spaceport. All the planet's landmass was given over to the 
pursuit of having fun. 


She strolled up the long leafy boulevards and watched the beautiful people 
at play. She felt like a down and out walking through St. Tropez. 


"Some place for the headquarters of a guide for impoverished hitchhikers," 
she thought. 


At length she spotted two huge towers in the distance. Halfway up the two 
were joined by a bridge and together they formed an enormous letter "H". 


The offices of the Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy, probably the most 
famous, certainly the most successful, book in the history of publishing. 


As she got nearer to the buildings she could see there seemed to have been 
some sort of disturbance. There was a large hole in the ground, strewn with 


what appeared to be chunks of meat. 


Strange creatures with grey, sluglike skin were pushing back onlookers and 
trying to clean up the mess. 


Suddenly there was a huge cry from the crowd and their eyes shot skyward. 
Fenchurch's eyes joined them. 


"By Zarquon! He's done it again!" said a man next to her. 
"Done what?" said Fenchurch. 
"Gone and jumped out the window again," said another. "Stupid Ghent." 


Fenchurch looked again and, sure enough, a man had jumped out of a window 


about a dozen or so floors up and was hurtling towards the ground. He seemed 
to be pulling at his one remaining shoe as he tumbled through the sky. 


Suddenly, from behind where the crowd was standing, a small aircar came 
whizzing past. 


To the amazement of the onlookers, the car's pilot ejected just as he passed 
over the hole and the car shot upwards and neatly caught the man falling 
from the building. 


It then proceeded to disappear over the horizon at a great rate of knots, 
weaving drunkenly as it went. 


"Stupid publicity stunt" muttered many of the crowd as they milled away, the 
excitement now over, "lets get back to the game" and off they went to hunt 
for some more Wockets or, indeed, any Wockets since, as usual, they had 
completely failed to find any previously. 


No one had noticed that the poor aircar pilot had fallen into the hole with 
a sickening thud and had joined the mass of splattered "meat". 


Fenchurch walked into the vast lobby. It took a few minutes to take in the 
incredible spectacle and the assault of noise on her ears but eventually she 
went up to one of the many strange winged creatures that sat at the long 
reception desk answering the telephones. 


"Hello, Infinidim Enterprises, how may | direct your call?" 


She waited for what seemed like an eternity until the winged creature 
deigned to speak to her. 


"What to you want" it said, its face in a fixed smile of the type used by 
supercilious receptionists all over the universe. Fenchurch didn't like it. 


"Can you see if a Mr Ford Prefect is in the building," Fenchurch asked, a 
little tight lipped, "he's one of your field researchers." 


"| know who he is" spat back the winged one, "no good waste of money 
layabout, hitching about the Galaxy when he should be doing a real job. | 
certainly wouldn't have let him in. 


"He sometimes, however, has his own, err, unusual methods of entry. I'll 
check for you." 


Her long, spindly tentacle dialled a number and she spoke at length to 
someone on the other end. 


"lam informed that Mr Prefect has just left the building," she said to 
Fenchurch. "Also by a most unusual method," she added. 


"Mr Harl, however, is most interested in meeting any friends of Mr Prefect 
and has requested that you accompany me to his office". 


Her face had hardened to a sneer, which Fenchurch liked even less than the 
smile. Out of the corner of her eye she glimpsed a couple of the grey, 
sluglike, creatures starting to move towards her. 


"| think I'll decline Mr Har!'s kind offer" she said and bolted for the 
door. As she did she nearly knocked over a courier carrying a small box. A 
small robot flying just above bleeped with alarm. 


Fenchurch crashed out through the lobby doors sprinting faster than she had 
run since she won the 100 metres in her school sports. She could hear the 
clumping of heavy steel boots behind her but didn't look back to see how far 
behind they were. She kept her head down and weaved in and out of the crowds 
of revellers. 


From behind came shouts of "Stop! Resistance is useless!" She ignored them 
and carried on running as fast as she could. 


Cries came from the more stupid members of the crowd, "Wocket! - I'm sure | 
saw a wocket!" 


Two blocks along she decided to try and slip down a sidestreet to shake her 


pursuers off. No sooner had she done this than an arm reached out and 
grabbed her and a hand was clamped across her face. 


She thrashed about but the arms were too strong. 


"Stop struggling,” said a voice, "I am a friend" 


A few hours later, sitting in a quiet pavement café in the Zoordrax 

district, well away from the threat of Infinidim thugs, she discovered who 

this new friend was. He was of roughly human appearance, very fit and tanned 
but looking like he could use a bath, a shave and good sleep. 


"My name is Roosta" he said, "| am a long time friend, fellow hiker and 
drinking partner of the man you seek, Ford Prefect. 


"This is probably the reason | look a little frayed around the edges these 
days." He ran his fingers through the scraggy growth on his face. "Ford 
stayed at my place last night before he went in to see his editor today. At 
least he was supposed to have stayed there, in actual fact we seemed not to 
stay anywhere but spent most of the time moving round the various drinking 
establishments in this part of the city. Ford said he wanted to introduce me 
to what was known as a "pub-crawl" back on a planet he had been for a long 
time. He explained what a pub was and by the early hours of the morning | 
got the meaning of the crawl bit." 


"That would be the Earth, where he had been, where I'm from." Fenchurch 
chipped in. 


"Really?" said Roosta in surprise, "then you must be Trillian!" 


"Well, no, actually" she replied and she went on to tell the whole great 
long story, finishing up with her arrival at the Guide offices. 


"| heard you asking for Ford at the desk so kept an eye on you. When you did 
a runner, | nipped out the back way and cut you off at the side street," 


Roosta finished off the story. 
"I'm glad that you did, those Infinidim guys looked pretty mean." 
"Infinidim. Pah!" spat Roosta, "those guys are Vogons." 


"Vogons? They're the guys who zapped my planet, or at least my old one, or." 
her voice tailed off, she felt she didn't have to explain. 


They sat and sipped their drinks, listening to some music drifting from down 
the street. 


"So where do | go from here?" said Fenchurch, "I still need to find Arthur." 


Roosta didn't reply. His eyes were watching something behind her "The guy in 
the corner has been watching us very intently for the past half-hour. | 

think its time we left. Don't look round, just get up and start walking down 

the street." 


Fenchurch did as she was told and Roosta followed her. When they had got a 
little way down the street, they both turned to see the figure following 

them. It appeared to be an old man in a hooded gown of some sort. For all 
his apparent age he seemed to be able to move very quickly. 


"Run," shouted Roosta and she did. She had to duck and dive amongst the 
oncoming crowds and when she emerged, she found she had lost Roosta. 


Following on from a successful formula from earlier in the day, she slipped 
into a side street. This time appeared to be not quite so successful as she 
ran straight into the old man. 


She bounced off him and fell on the ground. He towered over her like some 
sort of avenging angel. 


"Good Evening," he spoke, "Do not be alarmed. | mean you no harm. | merely 
wish to know why you seek Ford Prefect and whether you have found him. Ugh." 


With that, he fell to the ground in a crumpled heap. Behind him appeared 
Roosta. He had wrapped a large stone in his towel forming a makeshift 
weapon, once again proving it's value as the Hitch-Hiker's most useful 
possession. With this he had struck the old man a fierce blow to the head, 
rendering him unconscious. 


Later again, they all sat in Roosta's small apartment. Fenchurch tended to 
the large lump on Slartibartfast's head while Roosta paced the floor 
nervously. They had each recounted the strange sequence of events that had 
brought them there and as Slartibartfast finished his story a sense of 

unease had begun to form. 


They felt the myriad complexities of improbability had thrown them together. 


"When | arrived at the Guide Offices and heard that an Earth woman had been 
there only a few hours earlier looking for Prefect, | assumed it must be 
Trillian," the old man concluded 


"Common mistake, it seems," said Fenchurch, glancing at Roosta. 


"| also assumed that the female who had been with Arthur Dent on Earth was 
also Trillian but | see now that it was also you," continued the old man. 


"But," interjected Fenchurch, "that was in another parallel universe. The 
Earth doesn't seem to exist in this one." 


"This universe, that universe, it doesn't seem to matter. We who have been 
affected by the improbability field of the Gold Bail seem to wander through 
parallels at will." He rubbed the lump on his head. "All | know, and | don't 
even know why | know it, is that | need to take Dent, Prefect, Beeblebrox, 
Trillian and the Heart of Gold back to the plural zones and reverse the act 
that caused the fabric of space time to become distorted." 


"You mean you need to untangle the threads of the weave?" Fenchurch 
enquired. 


"Yes, indeed, a very good way of putting it," Slartibartfast was slightly 
taken aback by the remark, "where did you learn that theory of space/time 
and probability?" 


"Oh, from someone who was a very good friend when | needed him, a long time 
ago. " Fenchurch lowered her head thoughtfully. She wondered, not for the 

first time, if she would ever see Morthern again and if she could ever repay 

his kindness. 


Once Slartibartfast had recovered, they teleported up to the Starship 
Bistromath. Roosta agreed to come along to help try and persuade Zaphod to 
join their mission. He did so only on the condition that once this was done, 
they would drop him back home to resume his quiet, hitching life. He had 
heard of the improbability drive and wanted nothing to do with it. 


Climbing up the stairs of the ship, Fenchurch was surprised to see the 
crumpled remains of an old robot sitting in the corner. "Marvin," she cried, 
"How on earth did he get here?" 


"Oh, | picked him up from where you buried him on Preliumtarn," said 
Slartibartfast, "thought his memory banks might give me a clue as to where 
you had gone. But most of the more recent stuff is gone, all there seems to 
be is eons and eons of waiting. When this is over | might see if | can 

repair him." 


"Now," he continued, "let us see if we can sober up Beeblebrox and get on 
with the business of saving the universe." 


Chapter 11 


The group materialised on the bridge of the Heart of Gold to find it 
deserted. To Slartibartfast it looked even more dishevelled than when had 
last been there. 


"Zarquon, What a mess", said Roosta, picking his way amongst the debris that 
littered the once immaculate control room. 


"Yes, It appears he has been over-indulging in the good life again." The old 
man shook his head. "Or, at least, what he regards as the good life." 


Fenchurch wandered across to the spiral staircase in the middle of the 

bridge and began ascending. It was made more difficult by that fact that 

vines had been grown interweaving with the treads. When she reached the top 
she was surprised to find nothing. The staircase just stopped. "What a 

bizarre spacecraft", she shouted down to the others. 


"Indeed", replied Slartibartfast, " its has always been a bizarrely 
improbable craft but | am only just beginning to realise just how 
improbable." 


"What d you mean?" said Roosta. He was starting to clear some of the 
half-eaten food and glasses of oddly coloured drinks from the tops of the 
control panels. 


"The heart of Gold, for which the vessel is named, was supposedly discovered 
quite by accident," Slartibartfast explained. "It just appeared while a 

scientist was conducting an experiment to create an infinite improbability 
device. Everyone assumed that he had created it from thin air and, such is 
the nature of all improbability experiments, no-one ever questioned this." 


"| am, however," he continued, "not convinced that all these events are 
purely coincidences. | sense the hand of some greater force in the creation 
of this ship. The Heart of Gold is an artefact from prehistory, suddenly 
brought into our continuum for same reason which | have yet to fathom." 


The old man's speech was suddenly interrupted by a sudden cheery metallic 


voice. 
"Hi there! I'm Eddie, your shipboard computer." 


"What the." all three sets of eyes swivelled towards the box at the side of 
the bridge. 


"| must have hit the activate zone on the console." Said Roosta, indicating 
from where here had just lifted an enormous bowl of diced sweetmeats. 


"Hi Computer, what's been going on around here?" Fenchurch had regained her 
composure after initially being startled and thought someone better find out 
where Zaphod had got to. 


"Oh, man, what a hoopy time we've been having around here." The computer's 
voice was rather like an excited child. "It's just been one party after 

another, lots of people popping in, having fun and eating, drinking and 

being merry." 


"But then, last night, we had some visitors who weren't quite so merry. At 
first it was OK. The main guy was someone Mr Beeblebrox knew. He came in 
and 

left his people outside talking to the guys in the camp. 


After a while it became kinda unfriendly." Eddie's voice had now become 
quieter, more solemn, "The guy kept asking Mr Beeblebrox about the bird and 
he said he didn't know about any bird. 


"Then the big slugs came in and started spouting all sorts of weird poetry 
at him. It was horrible. 


"Then they started hitting him" 
The Sirius Cybernetics Corporation doesn't build computers with any circuits 


capable of showing sorrow or fear but this computer's voice was clearly 
showing signs of both as it continued. 


“After they finished with him, they went outside and started on the rest of 
the guys in the colony. Look." 


The computer activated the systems that allowed the external visi-screen to 
reflect the surrounding landscape in the bridge's mirrored wall. 


It was a scene of utter devastation. Slartibartfast could not believe it was 

the same planet he had visited just a few days before. All the lush 

vegetation had been burned, the colony's huts flattened and, everywhere, the 
scorched bodies with their distinctive blue garb barely recognisable. 


Fenchurch felt ill. She had never seen such a horrific scene. Slartibartfast 
lowered his old eyes. 


Roosta spoke, his voice choked with shock "Zaphod. is he. dead?" 


"Oh, no, they left him alive. Something about him having been a good client 
in the past and being no threat to them now. He's in his cabin recuperating" 
He finished speaking and brought up a map of the ship on the screen with a 
path highlighted to the appropriate cabin. 


Roosta shot a glance at the map and ran off towards the indicated room. 
Fenchurch went to catch him up and Slartibartfast followed, moving in his 
usual serene manner but more quickly than normal. 


When they reached the cabin, Roosta, entered quietly. The door slid open 
with a hushed "Please Enter" rather than its usual cheery greeting. Eddie 
had altered the ships cybersystems to suit the current mood. 


The cabin was in darkness except for the light being emitted by a health 
monitor screen alongside the bed. 


Zaphod was lying sleeping. Both of his right arms were in FractomendT 
plaster. His left head was heavily bandaged and his right mouth was missing 


several teeth. 


Roosta tiptoed over and checked the screen. Everything looked fine apart 


from what appeared to be a very high alcohol content in his blood. He looked 
again and found he was reading it wrong. It was extremely low compared with 
previous readings. 


"Hello, old friend," Roosta said quietly. 


"Roosta!" Zaphod jumped up with surprise. His bruised body soon regretted 
such a foolish action and he flopped back down. 


"Boy, am | glad to see you," he continued when the pain had subsided a bit, 
"I've had a hell of time." 


"We heard - your computer told us." 

"We?" Zaphod looked behind him to where Slartibartfast and Fenchurch were 
standing. "Oh, Hello again, Old Man. | kinda wish I'd come with you when you 
said. Then | wouldn't have been around when the thugs came to call. Who's 
this?" 


This last he said indicating Fenchurch. 


"This is Fenchurch," answered Roosta, "she's from the Planet Earth, she's 
looking for the Earthman Arthur Dent and your semi-cousin Ford Prefect." 


"You as well? | hope you don't do your looking with thrubbing bats and Juno 
shockers." Zaphod's right head smiled a weak smile of welcome. He pulled 
himself up to a sitting position 


"What do you mean?" Roosta enquired 


"The guys who beat me up were looking for Ford. Seems he's stolen something 
and they want it back." 


"But who are they and what is so important that they'd kill all those people 
for?" 


“Halfrunt." Zaphod spat the word through his broken teeth. "Gag Halfrunt, 


and he's got a bunch of Vogons working for him." 


"Vogons!" Roosta spat the word in return. "| knew that there was trouble 
when we saw them at the guide offices. But Halfrunt, didn't he used to be 
your private brain care specialist? 


"Na, that was always just a front. He's the head of an intergalactic 
consortium of shrinks. They've been using the Vogons, among others, to stop 
people finding out the truth about the ultimate question. 


"I'm tied up in it somehow but | can't remember how or why. Someone messed 
with my brains to stop me remembering. For a long time | though it had been 
me but now I'm not sure. 


"One thing | do know is that it was him who ordered the destruction of your 
planet, lady," he looked at Fenchurch. "I tried to warn them about six 
months before but when | got there | couldn't remember why | was there. 
Wound up going to a party, getting smashed and picking up a girl." 


This last brought back a memory "Say, you haven't seen Trillian, have you?" 


Roosta and Fenchurch shook their heads. Slartibartfast said "| saw her on 
one of those dreadful tri-D things a while back but no trace since." 


"Pity, | really miss her." His heads sank down. 

"The other thing they've done is taken over the Guide. They're using it to 
spread misinformation to confuse all the people who rely on it. All the 
radicals, free-thinkers and non-conformists. In short, anybody who might 


oppose them. 


"They've also developed a new guide, at least, when | say developed, it 
apparently just appeared in their lab one day." 


Slartbartfast's ears pricked up at this. "What?" 


"This thing just appeared from nowhere." 


Zaphod's speech came in short bursts. 
"It starts out as just a plain black disc" 
. from alternating mouths. 

"but it can transform into a bird." 
.through broken teeth and swollen lips. 
"This is the new guide." 

..with long pauses in between. 

"It is present in every universe.” 

"They can sell it an infinite number of times. 
"It's a marketing man's dream." 
"Sounds scary," said Fenchurch 


"..and Ford has stolen it." 


Chapter 12 


Zaphod had continued rambling on about the new guide, the Vogons and the 
conspiracy of psychiatrists until he lapsed back into sleep. 


Slartibartfast teleported back to the Bistromath and returned with a squad 
of robot labourers to help tidy up the ship and prepare some food. 


The trio sat eating in silence, still trying to take in the days starting 
sequence of events and, in the main, failing miserably. 


Roosta didn't know what to think of his old friend Zaphod. He'd first met 

him many years ago when he'd been asked by a man named Zarniwoop to guide 
him, Zaphod, into the artificial universe that he, Zarniwoop, had created in 

his office. 


Much later they had shared an amusing evening as Zaphod related how that 
saga had finished with Zarniwoop being abandoned on a planet in the middle 
of nowhere. 


Since then they had kept in touch occasionally and become good friends. 
But now it seemed that Zarniwoop might have been one of the radical 
freethinkers that Halfrunt was trying to stop. Maybe Zaphod had unwittingly 
helped them. Or maybe not so unwittingly? 

Fenchurch also didn't know what to think of Zaphod. She had heard so many 
stories about him from Arthur that he had seemed an almost mythical 


character, larger than life and very definitely alien. 


Seeing him lying there in a broken mess made him seem almost human despite 
the extra body parts. 


And what about this trying to warn the Earth bit? 


This was an entirely new slant on an event that Arthur and Ford had always 
sounded bitter about. Mind you, she thought, had Arthur's bitterness come 


from the fact that Zaphod had run off with the girl that Arthur was trying 
to chat up? 


What of that girl herself? 


She was now the only one of the galaxy-trotting group that Fenchurch had not 
met. She did not have a clear picture of her at all. Arthur seemed to think 

she and Zaphod has kicked around together because it was convenient but, 
today, there had been clear affection in the way Zaphod spoke. 


Slartibartfast did not think of Zaphod at all. His thoughts were of a 
deeper, more cataclysmic nature. 


He was very worried about this new "Guide" that Zaphod had been told about. 
He felt sure its appearance was not purely by chance exactly as he was sure 
the original appearance of the Heart of Gold was not purely by chance. 


Somebody, somewhere was manipulating powerful forces in the universe. 


In describing the power of the Guide, Zaphod, and presumably Halfrunt, who 
Zaohod had found out from originally, had used the term "Temporal Reverse 
Engineering". 


This was a concept he had had described to him by one of the other members 
of CanTim some years ago. It was absolutely terrifying but, he had been 
told, absolutely impossible. 


What if it was not impossible, just very, very improbable? 
He rose from the table and spoke "I must go to my ship. There are things | 
must do, people with whom | must speak. | will return when | have the 


answers | seek." 


"Or at least, | have the questions | must find the answers to." he added and 
he pressed his teleport button. 


When he returned a few hours later, the bridge was quiet. The others were 
nowhere to be seen. 


"Computer!" he called out, "where are Roosta and the girl?" 


"He is in cabin 14, she in 17." Chimed back Eddie. "Mr Beeblebrox still 
sleeps in his cabin. | think they are all rather tired." 


"Yes, | imagine they are." 


He thought for a moment. "Let them sleep, we will need all our wits about us 
if we are to confront the nightmare | think we will tomorrow." 


"Give me external vision screens" 


Slartibartfast looked out across the desolate ruins of the planet. If we do 
not succeed, he thought, how many more planets would look like this? 


Chapter 13 


Another planet, another old man stood gazing out across another landscape. 


This planet was a long, long way away from Esflovian, however, and the view 
was not a desolate one. It was, in fact, rather beautiful. 


The sun was beginning to sink behind the tree-covered Hondo Mountains. It 
still caught the billowing dust cloud and, within it, the horde of beasts 
charging steadily across the plain and then vanishing as they neared its 
end. 


It was several hours since the Sandwichmaker and his strange friend had 
disappeared, borne on the back of one of the great herd but Old Thrashbarg 
had felt strangely compelled to stay watching in case, by some twist of 

fate, they returned from the land he knew only as "the Domain of the King". 


At last, as the last rays of the sun vanished and there was darkness in the 
valley, he knew he must return to the village and tell his people that their 

only beloved Sandwichmaker was gone forever. It would take one of his 
greatest feats of storytelling to explain why the Almighty Bob had taken 

away his greatest gift at this most fearful time. The Lamuellans were 

already greatly worried by the strange appearances of spaceships and strange 
women. This may reduce some of them to gibbering idiots. 


For the moment he was at a loss for an explanation of suitable awe and 
majesty and he felt he needed to pray to almighty Bob for guidance. He lit 
his lamp and began to walk to the other valley, the dark, burnt valley where 
the sandwichmaker's burning, fiery, chariot had landed. Here, he felt sure, 
he would find inspiration. 


It is a curious fact that virtually every civilisation in the universe has a 
legend in the depths of its ancient mythology that equates, more or less, to 
the Earth legend of Pandora's Box. 


Most historians are of the opinion that this it is perfectly natural for 

these to have developed independently as the idea of locking all the evils 
of the world away in a box has great appeal for any race regardless of type, 
form or breeding. The fact that there is always someone curious enough to 
release these evils is, again, perfectly natural. 


The realisation of this has led to the formation of many teams of great 
historians who have finally realised that they don't continually have to 
bicker and argue of their theories and, having agreed on this one fact, can 
go on to work together to truly chart the history of the great galaxies. 


Unfortunately they are wrong. Totally wrong. 
The legend of Pandora's Box did not develop independently in each 
civilisation. It is, in fact, another one of those curious freaks of racial 


memory that persist in the mind long, long after the events themselves. 


They all originate from a true story that happened many millions of years 
ago but which was so startling its legacy persists even to this day. 


It concerns an artist by the name of Pann d'Oro from the planet Bouranz. It 
was he who, as all the subsequent legends tell, became so worried and 
depressed about all the bad things in the universe that he determined to 
lock them away forever. 

He spent many long years pondering how he might do this, trying this, trying 
that. Complex things, simple things, but in the end, he just didn't have a 
clue how he could do it. 


He descended into deep and ever-deeper depression. He spent hours pacing his 
laboratory. His friends tried to cheer him up but to no avail. 


"Come out to the ball-game" one would say. 
"Lets go for a drink!" said another. 


Then, one day, one joked, "You should go and see the Mind-Zoo - they've got 


a robot who's even more depressed than you!" 
And he did. 


The robot sat on a small podium in the corner of the Zoo. He was renowned 
for having the most astonishing memory, for being possessed of the most 
powerful computational brain in the known universe but also for being 
terminally depressive. 


The people would come to ask him questions, test his feats of memory but, 
more often, to mock the poor dejected metal man, making fun of his twisted 
limbs and scarred body. They'd laugh at his doleful monologues on life, 
chortle at his painful prose. 


But Pann saw him differently, recognised enormous intellect within the metal 
shell. Every day he would go and talk with him. He befriended him. 


Eventually he bought the robot from the Zoo and took him home. 


Over the coming years the robot's vast mind helped him design the tool that 
would allow him to achieve his ambition. 


It was a very simple device but with enormous power. A tiny time machine 
that could travel the vast tracts in multiple dimensions to collect the evil 
that Pann sought to lock away forever. With a touch of artistic flair he 
shaped it as a bird to symbolise it's flight across the universe of space 
and time. 


Unfortunately he failed to realise, what with the universe being the 
infinite thing that it is, it contains an enormous amount of evil things. 


When the machine was switched on, it collected so much evil in such a short 
space of time that the planet became super-heavy and collapsed into a black 
hole taking Pann d'Oro and the robot with it. 


Slartibartfast finished telling this story to an astonished Fenchurch, 
Roosta and Zaphod. 


They had come into the bridge of the Heart of Gold to find him connecting 
the battered remains of Marvin to the input/output terminals of Eddie, the 
ship's computer. 


When asked what he was doing he began to tell the story, which was one of 
many things he had found out about when he had been back to his own ship. 


He continued, "I believe the robot in the story to have been none other than 
this machine that you knew of as Marvin." 


"| also believe the new Guide is, in fact, the bird-machine created by Pann 
d'Oro all those millennia ago, somehow released from the black hole, and 


that it presents unimaginable danger to the universe. 


lam hoping we may find something deep in the robots memory banks that may 
help us fight it." 


The computer suddenly beeped into life "I've got something!" 

"Show us" said the old man. 

One of the huge visi-screens switched on. A blurred image appeared. It took 
a while to stabilise but at last could be seen to be a massive fiery shape 
that looked almost like a letter "E". 

It flickered and then became a "C". 

It flickered again to re-emerge as an "N", then back to an "E". 

"The message!" shouted Fenchurch "It's Gods Final Message." 


"What?" said the others in unison. 


Fenchurch explained as the images went on to display "I-N-E-V-N-O-C-N-I 
E-H-T R-O-F E-S-I-G-O-L-O-P-A E-W." 


"We must be starting from his last memories," said Zaphod, "we need to wind 
way-back." 


"Hold on, guys, I'll see what | can do." Said Eddie. 


The images began to move faster, then faster again, then again until they 
were so fast that no real image could be discerned. 


Every so often it appeared the image had stopped but it was, in fact just 
the robot sitting still for long, long periods, sometimes centuries. They 
all felt a sense of loneliness and dejectedness in the pathetic display. 


“Poor Marvin," said Fenchurch. 


At last the image of a great, black bird flashed on the screen and Eddie 
stopped rewinding through the memory bank and started to replay. 


The scene was of a small laboratory. It was cluttered with tools, pieces of 
metal, wires, and other components. There were piles of what looked to 
Fenchurch like take-away Pizza boxes. In fact that's exactly what they 
were - something that only looked like take-away Pizza boxes. 


A small unkempt man, presumably Pann d'Oro, sat just off to the robot's 
left. A black, metal disc sat on a worktop to his right. 


The man spoke, "Give me again the list of commands that will control it" 

A dull metallic voice rang out and they all felt a slight shiver when they 
realised it was Marvin's. It read out, one after the other, nine simple 

words and after each of them, the function the machine would perform. 

".and lastly, the self-destruct command." 

Marvin's voice spoke the command, a seven-word phrase. Zaphod fell off his 


seat in shock. Fenchurch's mouth fell open wider than she could ever believe 
it could. Roosta burst out laughing. 


"Well," said Slartibartfast, "it appears your robot had more of a sense of 
humour than you gave him credit for." 


"This means," he continued, "we have a weapon in our fight to destroy it." 


"But will we be able to use it with a straight face?" said Zaphod as the 
others pulled him back onto his chair. 


“We must." The old man put on his serious face, "the universe depends on 
it." 


He walked away from the computer and added; "| learned a few other things 
when | was back at my ship." 


"What?" 

"| believe | have found your friends.” 
"Arthur?" said Fenchurch. 

"Ford?" said Roosta. 

"Trillian?" said Zaphod. 


"Yes," replied Slartibartfast, a smile creeping over his face, "all three." 


Once the shock of Slartibartfast's revelation had begun to wear off he went 
on to explain in more detail. 


"It appears Prefect purchased a spacecraft on Saquo-Pilia Hensha around the 
time we arrived. A rather exotic one, something called an RW6." 


Zaphod butted in, "nah. don't believe it." 


"But | assure." tried Slartibartfast 


"For one thing, Ford never bought a spaceship in his life." Continued 
Zaphod. 


"Now if you'd said he'd stolen it. 


"And for another, you don't just buy an RW6 - they only sell them to the 
real top dogs. You need to own several planets before you can get one of 
those. Even me, President of the Galaxy." 


"Ex-President" corrected Roosta. 
". had to go on a waiting list." 


"Nevertheless, it is true," insisted the old man. "He has taken it, at great 
speed to an obscure planet, out on the very rim of the galaxy, called 
Lamuella. 


"| have also found out that a spacecraft crash-landed on that same planet 
several years ago and that one of the passengers was an Earthman by the name 
of Arthur Dent. 


"As a final twist, | had put enquires into some of the Tri-D companies as to 
the whereabouts of a reporter called Trillian Astra and it appears she has 
also recently visited Lamuella." 


“Well, what are we waiting for?" said Zaphod. "Your ship or mine?" 

"| think, for what is to come, we will require the very special properties 

of the Heart of Gold for one more time," said Slartibartfast as he strode 
across to the computer console. "Computer, plot an improbability course for 
Lamuella." 


"Already done." 


The ship disappeared from the tangled mass of vines it had lived under for 
the last few years and tore across the galaxy at highly incomprehensible 


speed. The field it generated swept the radiation from the planet and, given 
time, it would, once again be a lush, pleasant, peaceful planet. Given time. 


Chapter 14 


Old Thrashbarg stood on the edge of the blackened crater that marked the 
place where the spaceship that had carried Arthur Dent had completed its 
last, unscheduled, landing. 


Very few of the Lamuellans ever came near here. They were a superstitious 
lot and had easily been warned off by the stories of ghosts and other 
strange creatures roaming the scorched forest. 


So it was tonight. Thrashbarg had seen several of the "ghosts" and met some 
strange creatures. The first time he had seen them, all those years ago, he 
had taken them for horrible, terrible phantoms but as he had grown familiar 
with them he realised they were just recorded images from some culture with 
technology far and away in advance of Lamuella. He had concocted the stories 
of ghosts to protect the primitive people from what they did not need to 

know and could not possibly understand. 


He could still not, however, concoct an adequate explanation for the sudden 
departure of the Sandwichmaker. 


Why did he leave? Where had he gone? 


Somewhere ineffable, to be sure, but he'd used that story too many times 
already. 


He crouched down onto his knees and raised his staff to the sky. "Oh mighty 
Bob, pray give your loyal servant Thrashbarg the guidance to explain your 
ineffable will to the poor souls of Lamuella." 


Deep down in the pit, something stirred. Thrashbarg could not believe his 
eyes for, out of the charred mass was rising a new, beautiful, immense 
spaceship. It slowly climbed until it was clear of the edge then moved 
horizontally for a short distance. Once clear of the pit it settled back 

down gracefully and a hatch opened. Out of the hatch streamed a blinding 
light. Thrashbarg shielded his eyes with his hand. 


A ramp unfolded and down the ramp walked, slowly and majestically, the 


figure of an old man, hair and beard streaming in the light breeze. 


"Oh Mighty Bob! You have come to your people!" Thrashbarg threw himself at 
his feet. "Praise be to Bob, saviour of Lamuella!" 


"Oh, get up, you silly old fool!" said Slartibartfast crossly. 


Fenchurch sat beside Thrashbarg on a rock trying to console him after the 
realisation that, despite appearances, his saviour had not come to him. She 
explained who they were and why they had come. 


He then began to tell her of the Sandwichmaker and his time on Lamuella, how 
he had had suddenly left with the strange man who had arrived from nowhere 
and the great sorrow his people would feel. 


Slartibartfast, Roosta and Zaphod stood and looked into the pit. "Sure was 
weird landing right in that pit," said Zaphod, idly tossing aside the 
FractoMend plasters and flexing his arms to check they had healed correctly. 
"Guess the ship just thought we wanted to go to where the monkeyman had 
crashed and took it a bit too literally." 


Presently they walked over to the hill at the edge of the valley overlooking 
the Anhondo plain, where the perfectly normal beasts were still running. 


"\.and you say they do this twice every year?" said Roosta. 

"Yes, Indeed," replied Thrashbarg, now keen to show off the wonders of his 
world to the visitors. "And, with each coming, the hunters of Lamuella will 
kill enough beasts to sustain us until the next. Such is the ineffable gift 

of almighty Bob." 


"Adds a whole new meaning to the concept of fast food." Zaphod quipped. 


"Who's this Bob person anyway?" said Roosta. 


"Yet another example of the instability that is affecting space/time." 
Muttered Slartibartfast, not answering the question. "Eddies in the wash. | 
would not be at all surprised to find this is, in some way linked back to 
the first voyage of your ship." 


"Your friend has a very strange manner of speech," whispered Thrashbarg to 
Zaphod. 


"Oh, Slarti? It's just the way he is - you know how it is with scientists? 
Or maybe you don't." Zaphod replied, wryly. "He won't be happy until he 
knows what causes it." 


"It is ineffable!" Thrashbarg pronounced. 


"Ah, well, that may be," chuckled Zaphod, "but you wait 'till Slarti gets in 
there, he'll soon eff it!" 


"Will you stay and come and meet my people? They will be thrilled to meet 
some more of the Sandwichmaker's friends." Tharshbarg addressed them all. 
"He may have even left a few sandwiches. Or Drimple could make some more. 
They won't be quite as good as he is only an apprentice, but the meat will 

still be fine." 


"No," said Slartibartfast, "we must go. Great things are afoot." 
So they left him, standing on the top of the hill as the dawn started to 
break. He had a feeling that nothing here would ever be quite the same but 


he was glad to have been part of whatever great events were to transpire. 


He was so glad that, despite his previous words, life had not been so very 
less weird without the Sandwichmaker. 


After a while he saw the great white ship glide majestically up into the sky 
and out across the valley. It then went into a crazy dive straight into the 


point where the Perfectly Normal Beasts were vanishing. 


There was a shimmer and it was gone. 


Many of the beasts were so confused by the rush of air and the noise as the 
ship flew past that they broke away from the herd. Out on their own they 
were easy prey for the Lamuellan hunters waiting. 


Old Thrashbarg gave a silent prayer of thanks to Bob. 
Today's would be a good hunt and he could weave this, by way of compensation 


for the loss of the Sandwichmaker, into the story he was concocting as he 
wended his way back to the village. 


Chapter 15 


The Domain of the King bar and grill was hot and smoky as it came close to 
closing time. 


The big bar singer finished his set. The dozen or so customers at the tables 
clapped and whistled as he made his way over to the bar and picked up the 
beer the barman had already poured for him, the same as every night. 


Every night he would take a couple of beers and a sandwich or some soup 
before sauntering back to his great pink and chrome ship and making off into 
the sky. The following day he would return for another show. Nobody knew 
where he lived; nobody knew how he spent his time off. He came, he played, 
he drank his beer and ate his food. Then he left. 


Tonight was going to be different. Tonight there was no pink and chrome ship 
to go to. He peered out the door to the empty space where it should have 


been. 


"| can't believe you just gave it away," said the barman. "I know he left a 
hell of a tip but ships like that don't come along every day." 


"| know, but there are times when a man's gotta do what a man's gotta do." 
He rubbed his chin, thinking, "The guy really needed it and besides, he was 
a fan, a real big fan. From my home planet." 

"Well, whatever you say." 


"You got a bed | could use for the night?" drawled the big man. 


"Sure, you can stay at my place," nodded the barman. He had a small shack in 
the next valley. Simple but comfortable. It'd be good to have some company. 


"Besides," continued the singer, going back to the previous line of thought 
"something else will come along." 


He drained that last of the beer and picked up the second, which the barman 


had been pouring as they talked. He took a bite of the Perfectly Normal 
Beast sandwich. 


And as he did this there appeared, right outside the door of the bar and 
grill, the most beautiful ship he'd ever seen. Sleek and white, like a giant 


running shoe. 


It didn't so much land as shimmer into being like a mirage on a desert 
plain. Maybe it was a mirage? 


The hatch opened and a ramp extended. Down the steps came a woman and 
two 

men, one of them old and dignified, the other middle-aged and dishevelled. 
They looked real enough. 

They walked purposefully through the door and up to the bar. 


"Excuse me, have you seen this man?" said the woman, holding up a picture 
she had kept in her bag all though her travels. 


"Well," the singer replied, "there was a guy in her earlier who looked kinda 
like that." 


"Yeah, that right, older but with the same startled look," added the Barman 


"Great!" Fenchurch said, relieved they were still on the right trail. "Where 
did he go?" 


"Just who wants to know?" said the barman suspiciously. 

Fenchurch explained. 

"He and his friend took my ship and headed off," Said the singer. "Weird 
pair. Left me a hell of a tip just for singing 'Love me Tender’. Going to 


Earth they said, in a hell of a hurry. Said he had to find his daughter." 


“Daughter? Whose daughter?" Fenchurch was baffled. 


"This guy," he replied, pointing at the photo again. "Said the universe was 
in great danger because of his daughter and some bird." 


Fenchurch was taken aback. It had never occurred to her that Arthur could 
have found another "bird" never mind had a daughter by her. 


"Say, don't | know you?" the singer had just noticed Zaphod joining them in 
the bar. He had delayed leaving the ship to remove the last of his bandages 


and fit the false teeth the ships Auto-Dentist had made him. 


"I'm Zaphod Beeblebrox," he announced proudly, "President of the Galaxy. Or, 
rather, | used to be or will be. Don't know if it's this Galaxy, mind you." 


"Oh, yeah." The singer raised his glass to Zaphod. "| heard about you from 
Hotblack. You made it pretty big. Cheers!" 


"Wait a minute," interrupted Fenchurch, "I know you! You're E." 
Suddenly the air was filled with an ear-splitting siren. 


Eddie's metallic voice screamed out across the ships external PA "Incoming 
emergency message. Infra-red alert!" 


The group crashed out of the doors of the bar and grill, sprinted back up 
the ramp and into the Heart of Gold's bridge. The computer was relaying an 
incoming distress call as a grainy picture projected onto the visi-screen. 

A familiar face could just be discerned among the noise. 

"Trillian!" yelled Zaphod. 

The voice was faint and crackling. 


"Zaphod, | don't know if you can hear me but if you can, please help. 


I've been working on a corporate corruption scandal. A consortium of 


psychiatrists is plotting to take over the universe and is trying to stop 

the search for the Ultimate Question. They have the Vogons working for them 
and they've somehow tricked some people called the Grebulons into destroying 
the Earth again. Only this time its not just one Earth but all Earths, in 

all possible existences. | don't know how this works but they are very 

confident. 


Arthur, Ford and my daughter are on the Earth in this dimension. I'm going 
down to help them but | may be too late." 


There was a short pause. 
"Help me, Zaphod Beeblebrox, you're my only hope." 
The screen went blank 


"Daughter?" Zaphod looked at the others quizzically. "I didn't know she had 
a daughter. Who the hell is the father?” 


No one answered but Fenchurch instinctively knew who it must be. A pang of 
jealousy ate at her mind. 


Zaphod's left head was still pondering this when his right barked out 
"Computer, plot us a course to Earth! Fast." 


"No, wait a minute," he added on reflection, "we can't afford to get caught 

in the blast. Program the drive to blip in, pick 'em up and blip right back 

out. I've got a nasty lurking feeling about some nasty lurking Vogons." 
"Jeez, Mr Beeblebrox," replied Eddie, "that's pretty improbable - we've been 
running at pretty high levels just recently. She'd been lying idle for so 

long if | give her any more she might blow." 


"You wanna save the guys?" 


"Well." 


"Just do it." 


The ship vanished from the front of the bar and grill. The bar singer walked 
out to where it had been. 


"Some mirage!" he said. 


He decided to take a stroll back to the barman's shack. 


A short while later a little blue star buggy came in to land in its place. A 
little, immaculately dressed man and his equally immaculately dressed wife 
clambered out. 


They gingerly peered round the door then made their way up to the bar. 


"Ahem. Excuse me," said the man, "could we have some bacon rolls and two 
beers, please?" 


When the barman had brought them he asked, "What time does the bar singer 
start, only we hear he's rather good?" 


He lifted the small electronic book he had in his hand and pointed at the 
entry on the screen. "Just got this review on the update." 


The barman shook his head, "I'm sorry, Elvis has left the building." 


Chapter 16 


The Old Man stood up from the puzzle. He threaded his fingers through each 
other and flexed them. 


He walked about the room for a few minutes arching his back. 


The noise of the game could be head drifting in from the doorway and there 
was great temptation to just give up and go and watch. 


This was the most difficult puzzle he had yet tackled and he was determined 
to get it finished. 


He sat down again and began moving the pieces again. 


Chapter 17 


Arthur Dent sat motionless on the stairs of Stavro Mueller's Beta Night 

Club. All around him people were rushing. Ford Prefect was sitting on the 
step below him laughing insanely. He was vaguely aware of Trillain and the 
other woman who looked just like her comforting his daughter Random at the 
bottom of the stairs. 


He felt numb. 


There was a sudden realisation that, from this point on, the apparent 
immortality he had gained as a result of the conversation with Agrajag all 
those years ago had now deserted him and he was as vulnerable as any other 
human now. 


This was not what numbed him, however, the numbness came from the 
surprising 


fact that he really didn't care. He was ready to die. 


There was a blinding crash and a screaming light. The earth beneath his feet 
seemed to fly away from him. 


He had no weight, he had no body, he drifted in a sea of light. 


The light became a swirl of colours, he span through the swirl down a 
seemingly never-ending tunnel towards an infinitely distant dark point. 


As he span his thoughts span with the light. 


"If this is dying, at least a get a good show on the way. | wonder what 
happens when | get to heaven. or hell. or whatever." 


He turned to see the way he had come and was surprised to see a sofa 
drifting along behind him. In a moment it caught up with him and cradled him 
gently. 


Yet again he was stunned to find it was the same velvet paisley-covered 
Chesterfield sofa Ford and he had chased across prehistoric earth only to be 


dumped unceremoniously in the middle of a cricket match. The same sofa whose 
illusion had been created for Trillian and himself to rest on in the huge 
dust cloud around the planet Krikkit. 


This thought brought wild images to him but he couldn't tell if they were 
real or in his imagination. 


Images of the Krikkit robots batting fire and destruction, Zaphod, 
Slartibartfast, Marvin the pathetic robot. 


Far off he thought he could see Trillian, Random, also spinning in the wild 
maelstrom. 


Then, right in front of him, the face of the woman he loved, the beautiful 
face of Fenchurch. He reached for her but she dissolved into still more 


streams of blinding light. 


The, flying near to him in the swirling colour he could see something, 
someone. Ford Prefect! 


"Oh, dear God, don't tell me | have to have him in Heaven as well!" 

Ford drifted across and landed beside him on the sofa. He was still laughing 
and grinning inanely. They sped on through the swirling storms, spinning and 
turning, dancing and diving. Then suddenly a vicious unreasonable storm 
spewed them up on a pavement. 


On the pavement they lay gulping like half-spent fish. 


“Wah. Wuh. Huh." said Arthur, feeling like he'd left his vocal cords in some 
other suit. 


"Buh. Duh. Waahhhh." replied Ford. 


He knew he had his but they didn't seem to connect to his brain in any way 
and his tongue appeared to be somewhere near his left eyebrow. 


All around them the sickening arrays of hideous colours and lights span on. 
A screaming, whirling noise seemed to be cleaning out the wax in their ears 
and take their brains with it. 


Strange smells assaulted them. frying chips. Chanel No 5. Candyfloss... 
Donkey dung. 


Far off in the distance a row of insane white houses lapped up and down to 
the rhythm of some unknown beat. 


"Wait a minute." said Ford when his tongue had freed itself and his brain 
had started to connect, "I've been here before." 


The screaming had turned to a wail, then to a whoosh, then to a waltz. 


The wild colours had resolved into a Merry-go-round. Crazy horses span in 
the air around them. 


"This is Southend." 
Just for a microsecond it appeared to Arthur Dent that everything stopped. 


His eyes opened wider than seemed humanly possible. He slowly took in the 
scene around him. He closed them. 


He opened them once more. 


"Oh, no, not again!" he cried and buried his head in his hands. "Please not 
again." 


The curious waltz began again, faster and faster, curiouser and curiouser. 
A loud, booming voice rang out above the music "Yo, guys!" 
"Relax and take it easy, you're gonna feel like a whole load of Arcturan 


mega-bison poo for a while as you've just been plucked from the jaws of 
death at an improbability level of." 


"Two to the power of infinity to the seven over ten!" chimed in a metallic 
voice. 


"What?" came back the first voice, “what the hell sort of number is that?" 
"It's the improbablity factor we were running at," replied the second. 
"Joojooflop! Your circuits must be fried, computer." 

The two voices then became lost in an argument over the meaning of unreal 
numbers, their relationships to improbability physics and the parentage of 
the designers from the Sirius Cybernetics Corporation. 

"Zaphod? Is that you" called out Ford 

"Yeah," came back the voice, "just stay cool and we'll come get you once 
everything's settled down. We seem to be having a bit of a problem with the 


infinite improbability drive." 


“Well, well," said Ford as he collapsed into a convenient deck chair, which 
promptly turned into a toadstool, "he's done it again." 


Arthur just lay on the ground and gibbered. "No, no, | can't go through this 
again, | can't." 


"I've had enough of this improbability nonsense, please just let me find a 
quiet corner where | can curl up and die" 


"Oh, come on, Arthur, it's time for excitement and really wild things 
again." Ford waved to a giant child on a prancing candy steed. 


The Merry-go-round began to falter and the waltz became slower and slower 
like an old gramophone gradually winding down. 


Then, abruptly, it stopped. 


Ford and Arthur fell to the hard metal floor with a crash. 


A door opened with a "whoosh" and a "Glad to be of service!" and they heard 
footsteps approaching. 


Arthur slowly raised his head and tried to focus. A woman was standing near 
him; she stooped over him. There was something very familiar about her. She 
was older but still as beautiful as ever. To his utter astonishment he found 
himself looking into the eyes of the woman he had loved and lost all those 
years ago. 


"Thank you, God," he gasped, "now | know I've died and gone to heaven." 

"No you haven't!" she cried. "It's me, it really me!" 

Arthur stood slowly. He reached his arms out and wrapped them around her. He 
hugged and squeezed and held her like he was never going to let go. "I 


thought I'd lost you forever." 


"| feared that too, but | never gave up hope, and here you are." Fenchurch's 
face was streaming with tears of joy. 


Alongside this another reunion was taking place. 


Zaphod and Roosta had entered just behind Fenchurch and were now engaging 
with Ford in a wild shaking of hands, patting of packs and general 
celebration. 


Even Slartibartfast, who had held back but now joined the throng, could not 
hold back his emotion. 


With all the happy sounds and crying for joy going on it was hardly 
surprising that no one had noticed that there was another sort of crying in 
the room. 


When there was a short break in the actual shrieking, Arthur noticed it and 
turned. He motioned the others to be quiet. 


From over in a far corner of the entry bay could be heard a whimpering 
sobbing. 


Arthur moved across too see and was shocked to see the figure of a teenage 
girl hunched over something lying on the floor. 


"Random!" 

He ran to her. As he ran she turned and he could clearly see that the object 
she was hunched over was another person. Another female, dressed in a 
Rymplontm travel suit. 

He crouched down, wrapping an arm round Random as he did. 

With his other arm he reached to roll the still figure over towards him. As 
he did, Trillian's head lolled over, eyes wide open but blank. Arthur jerked 
backwards, startled. 


The shock of this, however, was nothing to what followed. 


Underneath Trillian's head was a second, seemingly identical, head, sleeping 
peacefully. 


Chapter 18 


Onboard the vast improbability-drive ship there were now seven very worried 
people. 


And one unconscious. 


They had carried her to the Heart of Gold's sickbay and connected her to the 
various bits of Cyber-Med equipment. The computers carried out microscopic 
examinations of her bodily functions and pronounced her to be in perfect 
health but in a deep state of shock. 


"B-b-but what in the name of Zarquon's happened to her?" All of Zaphod's 
eyes were agog. 


"There was a girl in the night club," said Ford. 


"A TV reporter, called herself Tricia McMillan," added Arthur, "which is 
what Trillain's name was on Earth." 


"| think she must have been Trillian in parallel universe," continued Ford. 
"Or, at least, in this universe. We must be shifted from the one we were in 
before." 


"The forces of the improbability field must have recognised this and tried 
to resolve her back into one person. It hasn't worked completely, maybe 
because of the differences in the two brains" 


"But what can we do?" gasped Zaphod, "I mean, its all very nice that she 
looks kinda like me now and she's got two beautiful faces but | want my 
Trillian back the way she was." 


"| don't know, | really don't know. All we can do is wait, let her rest and 

see what happens if and when she does wake." Ford made towards the door. "I' 
m gonna find out where we are and work out what we can do next. You coming, 
Roosta?" 


"OK." Roosta slipped out quietly after him followed by Slartibartfast who 
seemed deeply immersed in his own thoughts. 


"I'd better go check on Random and Fenchurch," said Arthur. They had given 
Random a sedative to calm her after the shock of finding her mother. She was 
sleeping in the next room tended by Fenchurch who knew she had so many 
questions to ask but also knew this was not the right time to ask them. 


When he was alone with her, Zaphod knelt beside Trillian's bed and 
whispered, "Trillian, baby, | don't know if you can hear me but, if you can, 
please get better and come back to me. | never realised how much you meant 
to me until | saw you lying there. | know I'm a dumb fool who clowns around 
and can't settle to anything. | know I'm about as reliable as a Sirius 
Cybernetics Androtoothbrush but, if you just come back to me, | promise, |' 

ll make it up to you." 


With this he rose and walked towards the door. He was only mildly surprised 
when his left head turned and whispered, "I love you." 


Back on the bridge Ford was having a problem with Eddie the shipboard 
computer. He and Roosat were trying to work out where they were and if they 
were still in danger from the Vogons. 

“C'mon computer, where are we?" 


"| can't tell you," chimed back the computer. 


"Of course you can tell me," said Ford "You know me, Ford Prefect. We've had 
all sorts of wild adventures in the past." 


"That's not what | mean. Of course | know you Mr. Prefect, Sir, but | can't 
tell you because | don't know. I'm not getting any information from my 


guidance system." 


"Well, switch to back up." 


"I've done that. It says we're somewhere outside the universe." 


"Outside the universe? There is nothing outside the universe. Besides, look 
at the visi-screens, we're surrounded by stars." 


"Yes, | think it must be broken." 
"Oh, bat's doos! Open the doors to the navigation systems room, I'll go and 
have a look." He rooted in his satchel for a small tool with a hook on one 


end and bit like a horseshoe on the other. 


"You coming?" he said to nobody in particular. Roosta got up and followed 
him but Slartibartfast just sat and continued to look morose. 


Chapter 19 


In the cabin alongside the sickbay, Arthur and Fenchurch sat in silence 
watching the sleeping girl. 


"She's very beautiful," said Fenchurch after a while. 

"Yes." Arthur looked again. He'd never really thought of this before. In his 

mind she was more a strange collection of complex experiences that had come 
into his life, since Trillian had left her on Lamuella with him, than a real 

person. It was hard to think of her in such simple terms as earthly beauty. 
"There is so much | have to explain," he continued. "So much to tell you." 

"You don't have to, not now." 


“But | must, it's been so strange, so crazy. | need to tell you." 


And so he did. 


The Heart of Gold drifted lifelessly through the star-studded spacescape 
known to the people of Earth, or, at least previously known to the people of 
earth, in fact, more correctly, known to the people who had previously lived 
on that planet called Earth that had previously existed in this dimension, 

as the Milky Way. 


Ford and Roosta burst back onto the bridge. Ford's strange little tool had 
been joined by a veritable armoury of odd devices from the ships manual 
repair kit and both of them were strewn with wires and cables. 

"| don't believe it, | really do not believe it." 


"Nor me," said Roosta 


"We must go," said Slartibartfast, seemingly oblivious to what they had just 


said. "Much as | sympathise with you all over the state of the poor girl, 

the fate of the universe is still in jeopardy. We must find the bird and 
destroy it." 

"We aren't going anywhere," said Ford firmly. 

"But | must insist. We can look after her when all this is done. She is in 

no immediate danger, at least no more than anyone else in the Galaxy. We 
must find the bird." 

"We aren't going anywhere because we can't go anywhere" 


"What do you mean?" 


"The ship is broken. That last use of the infinite improbability drive has 
burned it out." 


“Wuh." said Roosta 


"The Heart of Gold, the thing that makes it work," continued Ford, "is 
nothing more than a burnt charred lump." 


"Buh." added Roosta 


"and it its taken all the navigation, the stabilysis system and the 
automatic sensor field generators with it. We're stuck here" 


"Lu.." Roosta's voice was a squeak. 

“What are you on about?" snapped Ford, glaring at Roosta. He and 
Slartibartfast were facing the back of the bridge, Roosta was looking at the 
screens behind them. 


Roosta pointed at the screen, eyes wide with astonishment. 


Ford and Slartibartfast swivelled round. "What is the swutting photon is 
that!" blurted Ford. 


Right in the middle of the screen was a huge yellow and black, shark-like 
ship. It grew and grew until it filled the whole screen. In it's centre a 
massive hatch opened, the Heart of Gold slipped inside and suddenly the 
screen went black. 


A loud crashing noise boomed out and the ship rocked violently. Ford, Roosta 
and Slartibartfast were thrown to the floor. 


A few seconds later Zaphod, Arthur and Fenchurch rushed into the bridge 
"What the hell are you guys doing?" they cried together. "Don't you know we' 
ve got sick people onboard?" 

"It's not us, something's happening to the ship," hissed Ford. 

At that moment there was a flash of blue light and two small figures 
appeared in the centre of the bridge. Ford recognised immediately that they 
weren't really there, merely a holographic projection from their own vessel. 
"Greetings, lifeforms!" they said together. 

"lam Horlau Dreedle" said one. 

"and | am Potu Dreedle" said the other. 

“We represent." 

"the Dreedle Deepspace Breakdown Rescue Company." 

“We can't help but notice. 

"that your spaceship appears to have broken down." 


"May we ask. 


.if you are members of DDBRC?" 


"What?" Zaphod asked. 

"We operate a rescue service." said Horlau 

"for travellers in this sector of the galaxy," added Potu. 

"For a small monthly fee." 

"we will cover you against breakdown, asteroid damage, fuel loss." 
"and a host of other problems." 

"If you take our Gold Cover we will even transport you and you ship." 
"if we can't fix it on site." 

".to the nearest spaceport." 

"Oh, yeah," Zaphod was beginning to see the angle. "How much is this fee?" 
They named a figure. 

"Weeeelaaaah!" said Zaphod. 

"Unfortunately, if you are not member." 

"we cannot help. Goodbye, sorry to have troubled you." 

"Wait!" Ford suddenly had an idea. "How about we pay the fee now?" 


"Forget it, Ford, we haven't got that sort of disposable income." Zaphod 
began to turn away. 


"Yes, You can join now," said Horlau, "but you won't be eligible for 
recovery until twenty-eight days after your first payment." 


"But, for Zark's sake, we need rescued Now!" Zaphod banged each forehead 


with a hand in turn. 
"No," said Potu, "that's not how insurance works." 
“But," said Ford, "How about we double the fee. Or triple it?" 


"Ford?" Zaphod was beginning to think his semi-cousin had now totally 
flipped. 


The Dreedles looked at each other. 


Ford continued "And | arrange so we travel back in time a month so it's paid 
then." 


"OK," Horlau clearly saw good deal when he saw it and to hell with policies. 


Slartibartfast interjected, his mind jumping several steps "Can you take us 
to a planet called Eslovain instead? We can pick up my ship there." 


"Oh, Take-Home service? That will be extra" 
"Dine-o-charge?" said Ford, flipping his card out of his pocket. 


"That will do nicely!" chimed the Dreedles 


Chapter 20 


Vann Harl was a worried man. Things were not going well for the 
Editor-in-Chief of the Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy. 


When the boss of Infinidim had first offered him the job, it had seemed so 
easy. The Hitchhikers Guide had been an enormously successful book but the 
previous owners, MegaDodo Publications, had been too slack, too carefree to 
actually make the amount of money they should have. 


Within a few months of being in the job Harl had got profits up by 20%, cut 
office staff levels by 18%, cut the number of researchers in half (in fact 

he had actually cut some of them in half physically in a burst of rage one 
day) and put the whole business on a much stronger financial footing. 


Then there was the new Guide. The multidimensional Guide that could be sold 
a billion, billion times over in a billion, billion universes. This promised 
to boost profits by an unbelievable amount. 


But then that infernal Ford Prefect person had stolen it and the boss had 
had to send his tame civil servant to get it back. 


To top it all the Guide's profits had taken a huge dive since then as well. 

The reports he'd been getting from accounts over the past few weeks showed a 
massive cash flow imbalance. He couldn't even find out why, as there 
appeared to be some problem with the accounts computers that stopped him 
getting access to the right files. 


Today was the day he had been dreading. Today was the day the boss was 
coming to see him. He had a feeling that heads would be rolling and that one 
of them might just be his. 


He didn't know just how right he would be. 


He looked out of his rocket proof window, now repaired since Ford Prefect's 
unorthodox exit from his office. Down in the streets of Saquo-Pilia Hensha 
the feeling of fun and frivolity was beginning to fade. The financial 

problems of the Guide were reflected in the lifestyle of the planet and 


those who knew the history of this great organisation knew that soon it 
would be time for it to up and leave to locate its offices to another planet 
leaving behind a ravaged wasteland. 


The carnival was over and even the Wocket Hunters were nowhere to be seen. 


Outside the offices the only movement was a small party of robots wheeling a 
Vacuu-Clean machine. They slipped quietly into the service entry and made 
for the elevators. A small security robot noticed them and flew over to see 
what they were doing. 


The Chief Executive of Infinidim Enterprises stormed into Harl's office 
followed by Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz of the Galactic Hyperspace Planning 
Council and two of his "assistants" armed with nasty looking Zap guns. 


“Well, Mr Harl, it appears you have been being a rather naughty little boy," 
he said. He was a small man with wiry, unkempt hair and wore a spotted bow 
tie. A tiny moustache did a fair impression of a small caterpillar sitting 

on his top lip. This rather comical appearance contrasted sharply with the 
sense of menace in his voice and the cold, hard look in his red eyes. 


“Lcan explain, Mr Halfrunt." stuttered Harl. 


"| rather hope, for your sake, that you can." Gag Halfrunt walked across to 
the desk and flipped a cigar from the case. He reached into his pocket and 
took out a small laser pistol. He pointed it at Harl and clicked the 

trigger. 


Harl's heart leapt into his throat but the end of the pistol just glowed and 
Halfrunt lit his cigar with it. 


"Well," said Harl nervously, "something or someone has been stealing from 
the guide's computer. | haven't found out whom yet, but | will. And when | 
do." 


Halfrunt cut across him angrily. "| am fully aware of the fact that someone 
has been stealing. | am also fully aware who it is." 


"What?" this took him completely by surprise; he had spent days trying to 
trace the source of the mysterious drain on the company's funds. "Who?" 


"You!" spat Halfrunt, pointing the burning cigar at Harl. 


"No! | haven't, | only found out about it myself recently. | couldn't 
possibly have done it." 


"Nevertheless, | know it was you. My little friend here told me so." He 

placed a round black disk on the desk. "He sees everything. He sees that all 
the withdrawals were made on an expense account authorised by you. Using a 
Dine-o-charge card issued by you. He also tells me you have made an attempt 
to hide this by putting a mental block on the accounts computer. 

Unfortunately, for you, you made the mistake of trying to call the same 

block | installed to hide the development of the new guide." 


"But. I've never even touched the accounts computer. | wouldn't know how." 
Harl was now sweating profusely. A shudder of fear ran down his back. 


"The person who did it used your Identi-Ease as authorisation. Are you 
telling me that you have given it to someone else?" 


Harl flopped into his chair. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. The 
Prefect person mush have stolen his card while he was unconscious but 
admitting that would be just as bad as admitting the theft. How could be 
prove his innocence? 


"Prostetnic Jeltz," Halfrunt turned to the Vogon. "I think it's time for a 
little poetry recital." 


"No! Noooo! Anything but that." Harl quivered like a jelly ona 
leather-covered plate. 


Suddenly the door of the office opened and in walked three gleaming silver 
robots. One was pushing a Vacuu-Clean machine. A small, flying security 
robot buzzed along behind them. 


"Excuse us, please, we have come to clean the carpets,” said the first 
robot. He waved it's hand elaborately around the Vacuu-Clean as if to 
illustrate the point. It was a large, silver cylinder about five feet high 

and four in diameter with knobs, buttons and hoses protruding from many 
points. It rolled on small air wheels 


"And polish the furniture." Said the second. He gestured to the desk and 
waved the towel his was carrying. 


"And clean the windows." Said the third. He made to move towards the rocket 
proof glass behind Harl. 


"Leave it, come back later!" barked Halfrunt angrily. 


“Company directive 17534 says all offices on the 23rd floor must be cleaned 
at this time." The robot studied his clipboard. 


"| said leave it!" 
"But company directive." 


"Get out before | have you revoked!" He signalled to the two Vogon guards 
who raised their Zap guns towards the robots. 


"Very well," said the first robot, "but this will have to be reported to the 
head of sanitary services, he will not be happy." 


The robots turned back towards the door but as they did one of them flicked 
a switch on the side of the Vacuu-Clean. 


Out of the silver canister leapt Zaphod Beeblebrox, eyes flashing, teeth 

bared and with a Kill-o-Zap pistol in each hand. With a display of shooting 
skill that would have made Clint Eastwood look slow, he turned the two Vogon 
Guards to charred dust with two of the pistols and took the end off Halfrunt 

‘s cigar with the third. 


"We said this place needed cleaning and that's what we're gonna do. Starting 
with you pieces of filth!" 


The robots now removed their dummy metal heads and revealed themselves to 
be 
Ford, Arthur and Roosta. 


"Hi!" Ford beamed at Van Harl, "bet you never thought you'd see me again." 
Van Harl slumped back in his chair again, momentarily relieved at being 
saved from the poetry ordeal but then he realised that what Ford might do to 


him could well be worse and tensed back up again. 


Jeltz turned to them in disbelief. "But you're dead. | saw the planet with 
you on it destroyed with my own eyes." 


"You thought that before and you were wrong then as well. You ain't gonna 
get a third chance." Ford did one of his triumphant grins. 


"You arrogant fools!" yelled Halfrunt. "You cannot defeat me. | have all the 
power of the universe to command. Guide!" 


The black disc on Harl's desk began to crack and unfold itself. The 
startling black bird shape appeared to fill the room. "What would you wish?" 


Halfrunt said "Make it that this has never happened!" 


At least, that what he would have said but, somehow, Zaphod got in first 
with a quite different command. 


"Go stick your head in a pig!" 


The bird shape stopped and stuttered as if in a very old movie. Colours and 
shapes suddenly danced crazily around the room. If billowed and shrank, it 
shimmered and sparkled. Multiple bird shapes fanned off in all directions 
then coalesced back into one. 


Then, with a quiet "pop!" and a tiny mushroom cloud of smoke, it 
self-destructed. An empty metal disc fell to the floor. 


The group were momentarily blinded by the pyrotechnic display and did not 
notice for a moment that Van Harl and picked up a zap gun from where one of 
the guards had dropped it. He was pointing it straight at Zaphod. 


Ford reacted first, grabbed the metal disc and hurled it straight at Harl. 
The disc cut right gruesomely through his throat, came out the other side, 
rebounded off the rocketproof glass and landed neatly on the desk just in 
time to collect Harl's head which then nestled in it with his mouth wide 
open, like a fish, and his eyes agog. 


"Nice throw, Ford!" said Zaphod. 


They turned back to Halfrunt and Jeltz who were still standing, stunned at 
the other side of them room. 


"Well | suppose we better decide what to do with you crumb-bums." 


"| bet you think you're very clever, Beeblebrox," said Halfrunt with a 
sneer. "| wonder if your friends know the truth about you." 


"What?" Zaphod replied. This rather took him by surprise. 


Chapter 21 


The small bistro drifted lazily in orbit around Saquo-Pilia Hensha. In the 
control room Slartibartfast paced the floor nervously and peered into the 
bottoms of the bottles that were the ships instruments. He paced and 
muttered, he bit his fingers, he folded his arms, he shook his head. In 
short, he fretted. 


He had wanted to go down with them when they had hatched their hair-brained 
scheme to get into the Guide offices but Ford and Zaphod had said he was too 
old and slow. 


Arthur was a bit more tactful and said he didn't want him to get hurt when 
the shooting started. 


So he had agreed to stay and look after Fenchurch and Random, who was now 
much calmer and settled. They, in turn were looking after Trillian, who 
still slept in her deep coma. 


It didn't stop him worrying and wishing he were there, though. 


Fenchurch and Random sat in the central computational area and drank endless 
cups of coffee served by the robot waiter. They had only known each other a 
short time but already formed a strong friendship. Perhaps it was 

strengthened by their common link with Arthur Dent or by the strain of the 
horrific events that had been through but whatever it was, they felt they 

had known each other forever. 


It is curious he way that the most trivial problems can sometimes assume an 
importance out of all proportion to the original problem and also that the 
most serious problems can sometimes be seen as trivial. 

So it is with human, and indeed some inhuman, bodies. 

It would be a rare earth person who has never cut himself or herself on the 
edge of a piece of paper and experienced what is perceived to be incredible 
pain. 


Conversely, the newspapers are full of stories of people having their hands, 


arms, legs and everything short of their actual heads ripped, cut or torn 
off, apparently feeling no pain and walking, dragging or stumbling to get 
medical help (or sewing it back on themselves). 


The medical profession will tell you all the wonderful reasons for this, 

going on about adrenaline, nerve cauterisation and all sorts of things but 

the fundamentals behind are that the body knows full well when something is 
serious and when it isn't. 


And it doesn't want to die. 
If you cut your finger on paper it gives you a sharp pain to tell you "That 
was dumb, don't do it again!" 


If, however, you rip your arm off in a threshing machine, your body goes 
“Whoops! This is serious but if | let him know how serious it is he's going 
to panic, faint or even have a heart attack." 


So it throws up the biological equivalent of a Somebody Else's Problem Field 
to stop you worrying about it long enough to get yourself fixed. 


For many other races in the universe the problem doesn't exist as, if they 
lose a finger/tentacle/arm/leg and, sometimes, even head, they can just grow 
a new one. 

Even so, it is interesting to see what happens if a body finds itself ripped 
apart and reconstituted mixed up with someone else's body. 


There were footsteps on the stair up to the room and Fenchurch and Random 
turned to look. Expecting Slartibartfast or the robot waiter they were 
stunned to see, instead, Trillian. 


"Hil" said Trillian. 


"Hi!" said Tricia 


"Mother!" yelled Random and she ran to her. Suddenly she stopped short. She 
didn't know which bits to hug. The right head was obviously Trillian and the 
left Tricia but as to where the rest of the body was from. Who knew? 


In the end she settled for a kiss on the rights head's right cheek and a 
vague squeeze to the right side of the body. 


"You must be Fenchurch?" she reached out her right hand to shake. "Arthur 
told me so much about you in the short time we were on Lamuella." 


"This is Tricia, my," she stifled a giggle, "other half, so to speak." 


"Hello," said Tricia, reaching out the left hand. "We really must apologise 
for worrying you over the past few days - or is it weeks? We had a few 
things to sort out. What with a the strange events at Rupert and the Earth 
and all this." She gestured vaguely to her body. 


"What?" said Random, "You mean you weren't in a coma?" 


"Only partly. Most of the time we could hear you all OK but we had so much 
we needed to sort out between ourselves we thought it best to keep quiet 
until we knew what we were doing. It's a strange business, being joined like 
this. 


"When it first happened and we were pretty freaked out, it's as if our body 
just switched off the outside world to give us one less thing to worry 
about. After a while, we came to the conclusion it was something we just 
going to have to live with" 


“But your minds," queried Fenchurch, astonished at the frankness of the 
strange person/people. "You are still two separate people?" 


"Oh, yes, it's as if we are Siamese twins. Except in some things. When we 
want to we can let each other know what we are thinking. Hence we were able 


to communicate while apparently in a coma." 


"But Zaphod," said Fenchurch, "his two heads work as one - we thought you'd 


be the same?" 


"They do?" Trillian's voice was tinged with irony. "Different thing. 

Different race - he has two heads with a shared mental capacity. That's why 
he is generally so clever. Mind you, I'm sometimes not so sure about him. 
Sometimes its as if he's suffers from schizophrenia." 


"Where is the loveable old fruitcake by the way?" 


Zaphod Beeblebrox was standing in the office of Editor of the Hitchhikers 
Guide to the Galaxy. The Editor of the Hitchhikers Guide to the Galazy was 
sitting in his chair, or most of him was. His head was sitting on a little 

black platter with his eyes still sticking out in astonishment. Arthur 

decided he didn't like the way he was looking at him and put a wastepaper 
basket over him. 


Zaphod's eyes were also sticking out in astonishment. Gag Halfrunt had begun 
to relate a story that was unbelievable but strangely familiar. 


"You really don't remember?" He smiled to himself and put his hand to his 
mouth to take another draw from his cigar, realised it wasn't there and 
scratched his ear instead. "My work must have been better than I'd thought." 


"You have been working for me all the time. 


"You see, when you first came to me saying you wanted to become President of 
the Galaxy but didn't want them to find all those nasty, sneaky little 

thoughts lurking away in those brains of yours, | recognised that your 

brains were starting to become fragmented, to start acting independently of 
each other, like an extreme case of schizophrenia. 


" So | surgically altered your brains so there was a section in each | could 
put all the hidden instructions that could be called back up at a later 

date. Those sections only relate to each other so, when your main sections 
of brain finally do split they can still keep you on track. | burnt your 


initials in there to make you think you'd done it yourself if you ever found 
out. 


"| also planted a few extra messages, " He wandered over to the desk and 
picked up another cigar. He was about to reach into his pocket for the 
pistol, thought better of it and lit it from the electrolighter on the desk. 


Prostentic Vogon Jeltz stood silently in the corner. He could sense that 
Halfrunt was gaining the upper hand and soon they would be able to 
annihilate these troublesome people forever. The orders with the tick on 

still nestled in his pocket. He didn't want to have to tear them up and 

start again. 

Ford, Arthur and Roosta stood just behind Zaphod. They too could sense that 
there was something wrong with the man from Betelguise V. 

Ford glanced to the blaster pistol that Van Harl had dropped when his brain 
had so suddenly lost connection with his hand. 


"Zaphod, old pal," he said, "why'd you ever get involved with this bunch of 
crooks?" 

“Well, | dunno..." replied Zaphod, "I guess it was mostly the money..." 
"But, even before you were President, you had more money than you knew what 
to do with." Ford shook his head with disbelief. This dialog was, as he was 
hoping, distracting Halfrunt. He edged closer to the blaster pistol. He wasn 
‘t sure Zaphod's mind (or was it minds?) was on the job. 

"Yeah, | lost that" 

"You mean you gambled it away?" 

"No, | left it in a taxi one night..." 

Halfrunt butted back in, "| made sure there was a little bit in there that 


kept you paying my bills and made sure you would never hurt me if you ever 
found out." 


"Don't you believe it." Zaphod waved his Kill-o-Zap guns menacingly. 


"Well, if you really think so, shoot me." Gag puffed up his chest in a show 
of bravado. 


So Zaphod shot him. 

With all three Kill-o-Zaps Guns. 

All that was left was a nasty black smudge on the wall. 
"Loser." 


He whistled, twirled the Kill-o-Zap Guns on his fingers and blew imaginary 
smoke from the end of each one. 


"Damn, I'm cool!" he thought to himself. Even Ford would have had to admit 
it was true at this point 


"What about him?" said Zaphod to Arthur, pointing a gun idly at Prostetnic 
Vogon Jeltz who was now quivering and attempting to back further into the 
corner of the office. "You want me to waste this scum? He's the guy that 
destroyed your planet after all." 


Arthur regarded the strange green form. The last time he had seen him he was 
a terrifying alien, reading terrible poetry at him and threatening to throw 

him out in to space. He was one of the first creatures from outer space he 

had seen and Arthur had been mortified. 


Now Arthur saw him for exactly what he was. He was just the same as that 
dreadful little Prosser person on Earth. 


"No," he said, "He's just a pathetic little bully. Without his pals in high 
places to back him up he's nothing." 


"Besides," added Ford, "| hear that there are some very large expenses that 


the Galactic Civil Service accounts department want to speak to him about. 
Something about the use of a constructor fleet on non-authorised business. | 
should think he'll be spending the rest of his life breaking rocks in the 
Merrian Mines." 

They left him, a broken man, or rather, Vogon. 


They walked down the corridor, went down the Happy Vertical People 
Transporter and out of the building. 


Colin the security robot bobbed happily at Ford's shoulder. "Oh, I'm so glad 
you came back, things are so much froodier when you're around." 


A short while later the door to the office swung open again. 


Jeltz was still slumped in the corner of the room, looking at the floor, 
sobbing. He lifted his gaze to see who was there. 


Framed in the doorway was a tall, thin grey-green alien figure dressed in 
expensive golden robes. He consulted a sort of clipboard device he was 
holding on one hand. 

"Jeltz?" he snapped briskly. "Prostentic Vogon Jeltz?" 

"Yes," the great cowering brute replied, "that is me." 

"You're a snivelling parasite. A complete and utter, good for nothing waste 
of space." He turned sharply and walked back out to the corridor and up to 


the roof where his elegant spacecraft was neatly parked. 


"| know, | know." globbered Jeltz and buried his head in his hands. 


Chapter 22 


"Well," said Ford Prefect, "after all that, | think | need a drink. 
"Who'd like a quick glass of Janx Spirit? Or a slow one? Or several?" 


They had all returned to the Starship Bistromath and told Slartibartfast and 
the girls of the successful outcome of their trip. 


"The universe is safe once more," Slartibartfast had said with relief. "At 
least for this moment in time." 


Zaphod had been initially stunned by the fact that Trillian/Tricia had 

revived and seem so unconcerned by the fact that the two of them had been 
merged into one being. They had gone to one of the ship's lounges for a 
long, hard, chat. 


"Janx Spirit?" The words triggered a memory from far back in Fenchurch's 
mind. 


"Ford, do you remember a monk by the name of Mandrax?" 

"Of course | do," replied Ford. "Helluva guy. Always trying to save us from 
ourselves but still managing to have a great time while doing it. | was 
really gutted to hear he'd died." 

"Died?" Fenchurch questioned, not believing what she had heard. 

"Yeah, he died some years back. Used his mind powers to help some lost 
traveller but the strain was too much for him and he died just after. 
Tragedy, really but it was the way he would have wanted it - giving his life 
to help others." 


Fenchurch burst into tears. 


Arthur ran to her and tried to console her but she sobbed uncontrollably. 
Between the tears she just managed to tell the story of her meeting with 


Mandrax. 
The sad tale put a damper on the celebration and the group sat morosely in 
the central computational area sipping cups of coffee while Arthur comforted 


Fenchurch. 


A short while later they returned to the room. Her eyes were red but she had 
stopped crying. She spoke with a firm calmness. 


"Slartibartfast," she said. "| know you would not wish for us to mess with 
time again and nothing | can do can save Mandrax but can we please just do 
one small thing?" 


"If | can." said the old man. 


So she explained. 


In a little use corner of the great spaceport the old monk stood leaning 
against a pillar. Since the girl had left he had begun to feel even worse. 

His head was pounding; he could feel each of his hearts missing beats. His 
skin was clammy, his legs weak. 


He thought to himself "this is it, | have fulfilled my purpose, | can do no 
more." 


Suddenly there appeared before him a small, bobbing robot. 
"Hi there!" it chimed happily, "is your name Mandrax?" 
“Why, yes" said the monk, puzzled. 


"My name's Colin and | have a message for you" and with that, he began to 
project an image onto the glass of the dome just over Mandrax's head. 


The image displayed the letters of God's Last Message, one at a time, 


downloaded from Marvin's memory banks. 
Mandrax watched in utter amazement as the message unfolded. 
When it had finished a quiet female voice said "Thank you for everything." 


The old monk peacefully closed his eyes. 


Epilogue 


It was a warm late-summer Thursday. Fenchurch stood looking out of the 
kitchen window of the little West Country house. She cradled her cup of tea 
in both hands and peered over the top. 


For days now she had been having the strangest feeling, as if she was about 
to give birth. This was, in itself, not strange as she was, in fact, about 
to give birth. Not that minute but very imminently. 


It was very nearly a year since they had returned to this Earth and it had 
not taken them long to decide that, even though it was not their Earth, it 
was the nearest they would ever find and it was time they put down some 
roots. 


After all the goings-on at the guide offices, they had been trying to decide 
what to do when Slartibartfast had realised that the Earth Mk2, that he and 
the Magaratheans had built would not have been destroyed along with all 
other existences because it was not in fact related to any of them. 


He had not taken much persuading to drop them off on it before himself 
returning to see if he could revive his culinary career in Aislix. 


Ford and Roosta had decided to return to Saquo-Pilia Hensha with the 
intention of trying to rebuild the Guide into its former irreverent, 


fun-loving self. 


Somehow they all knew it would never quite be the same but they thought it'd 
be fun trying. 


Then, just a week ago, they had received an update on the battered copy of 
the Hitchhikers Guide that Arthur still kept hidden away in a cupboard. 


They looked up the entry for Earth and found to their surprise: - 
Earth 


Mostly harmless but a hell of a lot of fun and home to one of the greatest 


guys you'll ever meet and a pivotal character behind the success of the 
Guide. 


Zaphod and Trillian/Tricia had "borrowed" a starcruiser from the Infinidim 
fleet and set of to Cromadraz on the outer edges of the Galaxy. They hoped 
the isolation could help them find a way of rationalising the complexities 

of the four minds that occupied their two bodies. 


In the year that had passed since then, they had renovated Arthur's house, 
which had fallen into a state of disrepair while they'd been gone but 
blessedly had been spared the blight of squatters or property developers. 


Their grey fishbowls stood proudly alongside each other in the bedroom, 
Fenchurch having retrieved her's from Russell who, inexplicably had decided 
to take a new job working with the World Wildlife Fund. 


They sold Fenchurch's Islington house to her architect friend who was now in 
the process of "doing wonderful things" to it. 


It had not taken long to re-acquaint themselves with their old friends in 
the village who seemed not at all surprised that they had suddenly upped and 
moved to Australia without warning and just as suddenly returned. 


It seemed that people just didn't want to know about things they couldn't 
understand. 


Even the visit of the giant spaceship was now a distant memory. Every so 
often a TV show would speculate whether another would come or whether we 
should spend some silly number of billions of dollars trying to find out 

where it came from. But, generally, everybody was just glad to get back to 

his or her normal lives. 


Nobody even seemed to notice that Arthur Dent had discovered a long lost 
daughter. 


The same daughter who now came into view, walking up the garden path with 
her father. 


The Arthur Dent who had been rescued from the ruins of this planet, or at 
least one remarkably like it, twice. 


The same Arthur Dent who had returned to this Earth and with whom she, 
Fenchurch, had fallen in love. 


The same Arthur Dent she had lost, searched the universe for and found 
again. 


He was looking at his watch. It was the first thing his daughter had bought 
when they came to this planet. An old fashioned watch with hands and a date. 
A watch made in Switzerland. 


He then looked at his daughter, now a beautiful young woman rather than the 
crazed, wild child she had been when she had gone to that other Earth. 


She also wore a watch. It was on top of a sweatband that she always had on 
her wrist to cover the small flexopanel, which she never watched these days. 
At least, hardly ever. 


A bond had grown between them as strong if not stronger than any that could 
ever exist between any father and daughter. This was all the more amazing 
considering for a large part of her life he had not known she existed. 


Fenchurch saw all these things and she felt the strange feeling grow even 
stronger inside her. It felt so familiar, as if she had experienced before. 


But she had never been pregnant before. 


Then it came, the feeling of incredible inner peace. It was so simple, so 
wonderfully and extraordinarily simple. 


She felt she finally knew how the world could be made a good and happy 
place. 


She dropped her teacup. 


Far away in another place the Old Man moved the pieces one more time. He 
felt the myriad of complex shapes slowly slip into place. Plug fitted 

socket, bump fitted recess, convex fitted concave. The matches were made, 
the pieces fitted. The puzzle slowly dissolved from his gaze and another, 
more complex one appeared in its place. 


A sepulchral voice whispered, "Congratulations, you have reached level 
forty-three - do you wish to continue playing?" 


"No" said the Old Man, "that's enough for now," and he walked outside to 
watch the Cricket 


End 


